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TO THE 


RIGHT HONOURABLE 
Lord ADAM GORDON, 


Commander in Chief of his Majefty's Forces in SCOTLAND. 


MY LORD, 


IN placing your Lordſhip's name at the 
head of the following performance, I am 
far from flattering myſelf with a ſuppoſition 
of its being worthy of your notice; it was an 
amuſing employment of ſome leiſure hours, 
and written without any vicws of its being 
extended beyond the narrow limit of domeſ- 
tic entertainment. I have been told that the 
peruſal of it may while away an idle hour 
or two without reproach to the reader as a 
ſquanderer, or to the writer as a plunderer 
of time; I believed this, becauſe it was told 
me in a manner that took away my ſuſpi- 

cion 
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cion of its being the obſervation of friendly 
partiality. At all events I cannot be greatly 
deceived. Your Lordſhip will perceive, 
and I am myſelf perſuaded that it is not 
calculated to move in a ſphere beyond that 
for which it was intended : ſenſible as I am 
of this, I yet could not reſiſt the motive 
that urged me to its publication ; I pleaſed 
myſelf with the thought, that in proportion 
to its circulation would be the expanſion 
of the pleaſure I have in declaring that time 
has not faded my grateful remembrance of 
your having extended to me, ſince my 
arrival in this country, the tenderneſs and 
attention of a father and a friend. 


When I obſerve that your Lordſhip's ſen- 
timents and manners ſuggeſted to me the 
principal traits in the character of Lord 
Landmore, it will be admitted that, inde- 
pendant of my own inclinations, there is 
ſome degree of propriety in addreſſing it 
as I have done. 


This is my firſt, and probably will be 
my laſt attempt at this ſpecies of writing; 


as a dramatic production I am not vain 
enough 
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enough to ſuppoſe it has any claims to 
theatrical repreſentation, and, as a literary 
one, I fear its beſt proſpect of eſcaping the 
ſeverities, is, by eſcaping the notice of cri- 
ticiſm; if it paſs without degrading the 
name to which it is addreſſed, my purpoſe 
will be anſwered-in having the ſatisfaction of 
giving this teſtimony of the unfeigned re- 
ſpect, gratitude and eſteem, with which 
I have the honour to be, 


My Lox, 
Your Lordſhip's 


moſt faithful obedient humble ſervant, 


WILLIAM ROBERTS, 


MANCHESTER, Auguft, 1791. 


Dramatis Per ſonæ. 


MEN. 


Lord LANDMORE, 
Lord PIERMONT, 
HENRY VALENS, Sor'of Lord Landmor:, 


Sir SAMUEL SUDDEN, 
HARLAND, 
TOBIAS. - 


WOMEN. 


VIRGINIA, 
MIRA, 

Mrs. WINLOVE, 
LUCRECE. 


THE 


FUGITIVE Ss. 


AT. I. | by 


SCENE at the Door of Mrs. WinLovz's Houſe. 


Virginia. TI S bleſſed retirement into which 
chance hath thrown me, is now, the utmoſt boundary 
of all my ſublunary hopes. The rude breath of 
bleak misfortune hath blaſted every riſing bloſſom, 
that once cheered my infant mind — and, having 
deſolated all thoſe proſpects that gave a face of plea- 
ſure to the world, hath left it in a ſtate of com- 
fortleſs vacuity. Of how little value to its poſſeſſor, 


is an exiſtence, unbleſſed with* the ſweet endear- 


ments of parents, friends, relations! I, alas! am 
a ſtranger to thoſe delights, and tread on ſhores 
to me unknown, the thorny avenues of woe. 
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3 THE FUGITIVES. 


Enter Mrs. WINLOVE. 


Mrs. Winlove. Dear Virginia, it grieves my 
heart to ſee you thus yield yourſelf up to ſadneſs — 
your piety ſhould teach you reſignation to human 
ills they are but tranſient, and, perhaps, the kind 
harbingers of happineſs: even time, that ſooths the 
ſevereſt ſorrow, ſeems to have loſt its bleſſed influ- 
ence over yours, and ſo long as hath been the ſpace 
during which this manſion has been adorned by 
your preſence, the iron hand of woe hath not light- 
ened its preſſure on your afflicted boſom. 

Virg. My good, my valued, my only friend, 
for ſuch your long continued benevolence entitles 
me to call you, ever ſince you received me a poor 
ſtranger, a miſerable victim of diſtreſs, under 
your ſheltering roof, I have thought myſelf bound 
to gild the ſolitary woes of my heart with, at leaſt, 
an exterior cheerfulneſs; but I greatly fear that 
the glooms of my mind have, notwithſtanding, 
| ſpread themſelves through this peaceful habitation 
— if ſo, let me again be turned upon the wide 
world, where ſuch a foſtering hand as thine I never 
more ſhall meet—and I ſhall happily fink under 
the weight of miſery. 

Mrs. Winl. Don't afflit a heart that liogs to 
you, as if you were my own child — Providence 
hath bounteouſly beſtowed on me a large portion of 
happineſs; how willingly would I refign-a ſhare of 
it to thee ! 


vin 
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Virg. Dear Mrs. Winlove, your goodneſs is 

an emanation from Heaven — tis true I have con- 
cealed my miſeries from you—but feelings like 
yours, ſhould not be diſquieted by the recital of 
woes, which you cannot alleviate. 
Mrs. Winl. Believe me it was not idle curioſity 
that prompted me to ſolicit your entire confidence ; 
J only hoped that the communication of your diſ- 
treſſes to a ſympathizing friend, would mitigate 
their poignancy ; but whenever I have ventured to 
requeſt your relation of them, I ſaw too viſibly the 
emotions with which you were agitated, to perſiſt: I 
have therefore acquieſced in your filence with this 
reflection, that ſtrange muſt have been the viciſ- 
ſitudes of your life, and ungrateful that world which 
could baniſh from its enjoyments, ſuch goodneſs, 
ſuch refinement, and ſuch beauty. 

Virg. This your extreme of tender partiality, 
renders it impoſſible for me to withhold what you 
deſire to know. | 

Mrs. Winl. Make me a partner in your afflic- 
tions —our common participation of them will 
unite us the more tenderly. 

Virg. I want words to thank you I will endea- 
vour to gratify you—— My kind benefactreſs, you 
have known before that I owe my*birth to America, 
late a horrid ſcene of the deſolating ravages of war 
— My father's fortunes were ruined in the general 
wreck — with a ſmall pittance that he had ſaved, 


and me the only remnant of his family, he retreated 
B 2 into 
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into the interior wilds of that country where, in a 
lone and ſolitary manſion of humility we thought 
ourſelves ſecure from the bloody conteſts of bre- 
thren. - A year of ſecluſion there contentedly elap- 
ſed, when in one of my penſive rambles to a 
neighbouring wood, where with childiſh fondneſs I 
viſited, ' and ſupported a neſt of young nightingales ; 
the accuſtomed ſilence of the place was in an inſtant 
deftroyed by a dreadful whoop, which chilled 
my ſoul with horror; I precipitately turned my 
eyes to the quarter from whence the diſmal yell 
iſſued, and 1 beheld amidſt the buſhes a party 
of painted, wild-looking Indians ! — Overwhelmed 
with terror, I ſunk upon my knees, and with folded 
hands implored their mercy — One of them haſtened 
to me with cagerheſs, and claſped me in his arms 
another ran up, ſtruck him, and was himſelf rudely 
ſeizing me; when the blow was returned—the 
whole body of them, were inſtantly in a tumult— 
many blows, many. horribly inarticulate ſounds 
paſſed between them—at length they ſeemed to be 
,pacified; their terrifying looks all bent upon me, 
ſtill on my knees; — when one, who appeared to 
be their chief, advanced towards me with a grave, 
and determined folemnity ; graſping that dreadful 
inſtrument of death, his tomahawk : I perceived 
that my death had been concluded on as the only 
means of reſtoring peace among them: — the Indian 


raiſed his arm, and as I was receiving the fatal 
{troke—1I fainted. 


Mrs. 
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Mrs. Winl. What followed —pray proceed. 

Virg. I awaked again to this world — my ſenſes 
were reſtored, and my head was reclined on the 
arm of an Engliſh officer ! 

Mrs. Winl. Aſtoniſnment! 

Virg. He in the moſt tender manner aſſured me 
that I was ſafe, and intreated me not to be alarmed 
| — On caſting my eyes around, I beheld a party of 
Britiſh ſoldiers, and ſeveral of the Indians on the 
ground, weltering in their blood — they had neg- 
lected their own ſafety while I was the ſubje& of 
contention, and my deliverer and his ſoldiers had 
ſtolen upon them, and fired, in the moment that 
the threatening ſtroke of death deprived me of my 
ſenſes, 

Mrs. Winl. Gracious heaven! what a detivihr- 
ance! 

Virg. Happy, dear Madam, had it been for me, 
had I then received my fate! —I was reſerved for 
greater misfortunes ! — My deliverer, and his ſoldiers 
conducted me to my father's habitation, where 1 
found my good old nurſe, who had affectionately 
followed our fortunes, in the agonies of death with 
wounds that ſhe had received from the ſame merci- 
leſs ſavages, and with expiring accents faultering 
on her lips, ſhe told us that they had alſo maſſacred 
my father (weeps.) 

Mrs. Vinl. Your father? 

Virg. My father! dear Mrs. Winlove I am at 


cat unequal to the taſk. 
B 3 Mrs. 
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Mrs. Winl. I perceive my dear that you are— 

I will endeavour to ſuppreſs my ſolicitude, until 

you can fortify your mind with compoſure enough 

to proceed in retracing the unhappy paths which 
have led you into ſuch a wilderneſs of affliftion. 

[ Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to Sir Savzu Svppan's. 


Enter TOBIAS and LUCRECE. TOBIAS with a large Lis 
Wig, an ancient Livery, and a Beard. 


Lucr, Lord, Tobias, you do whine ſo much 
about love and ſuch ſtuff, that you make a body 
quite ſick, 

Tob. Aye, truly your ſtomach is ſooner turned 

than your heart—ah ! Lucrece— heigho ! 
LTucr. Sighing again? — well, well, I won- 
der what nincompoop it was that firſt thought of 
winning a girl with ſighs —A woman's heart, 
Tobias, is a weathercock, never turned but by a 
briſk, laughing gale— never think of bemoaning 
me into love—come ſpruce up man, be merry, 
and you may laugh me into any thing. 

Tob. Dear Lucrece, I cannot for the life of me 
be merry in your company — mercy on me, I am full 
of anticks with all the wenches in the country ; but 
the moment I ſee you 1 know not how it is, but 
I cannot, no, for the ſoul of me, I cannot keep the 
corners of my mouth from turning downwards. 

Lucr. What the deuce is the man ſaying 
about the corners of his mouth. - 


Tob. 


* 
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Tob. Aye indeed there is great expreſſion in 
the corners of ones mouth; they are a kind of a 
fort of a weather-glaſs that will tell you the ſtate of 
a lover's heart from freezing to roaſting —1 do really 
think, dear Lucrece, that there muſt be a couple of 
little whipcords that go up from the heart to each 
ſide of the mouth, and when the heart riſes d'ye 
ſee—up they go into a broad grin, juſt in this 
manner --- ; 

Lucr. Ha, ha ha, like a monkey. 

Tob. Aye like a monkey — but when the 
heart falls, d'ye ſee, down they come, juſt in your 
true lover's poſture ſo — 

Lucr. Like the mournful gravity of a poor, 
old, brick-duſt bearing jackaſs, ha, ha, ha. 

Tob. Jackaſs ?—indeed I begin to think, 1 
have ſome of the blood of the Jackaſſes in my veins 


for continuing ſo long with ſuch a tyrant as my 


maſter, for your ſake. 


Lucr. Well, to be ſure, he is a tyrannical old 


dog—only think of his ſtiffening up my ſweet 
young miſtreſs in her great, great grandam's clothes, 
till ſhe is juſt for all the world ſuch another figure 
as the old picture that hangs in the lumber room. 
Tob. Well, but do look at me—a'nt I a moſt 
inhuman ſight—I believe in my conſcience this 


livery had been in the old oak cheſt in the garret 


for the matter of two hundred years, when his wor- 
ſhip loaded me with it. 

Lucr. Hang the old dog, if this was a parti- 
cular way of thinking of his, I ſhould not ſo much 
B 4 wonder 


« 
8 N 


THE FUGITIVES.” 

wonder at it—but, when in ſudden fits of paſſion, 

he ſwears this, and that, and t'other, and ſticks to 

his oath, the Lord knows what may be the end on't. 
Tob. End on't? why we ſhan't have a human 


creature about the houſe —ſee what a bear's face 


I've got—ſee what a lion's head I've got O Lu- 
crece, how I do ſweat under this raſcally wig. 
Lucr. Well, Tobias, when Sir Samuel ſwore you 
into that wig, it was the belt thing he ever did—why 
don't you remember at our laſt aſſizes, that not one 
in court could ſay a word but who had a large wig 
on; and don't you remember too the fat counſellor 


that caſt a leering eye at me in the middle of a fine 


noiſy ſpeech as ever was heard — good lack, 1 
never ſhall forget him — the court was as hot as an 
OVEN —— 

Tob. Aye, and ſo was his wig, and his head 
look'd like a great family loaf baking in it, he, he, 
8 

Lucr. Ha, ha, ha, and oh how that wig did ſet 
him a ſtewing, it opened all his upper pores, and the 
ſweat trickled, and the words rolled, till he looked 
for all the world like a great gun ſprinkled with 
the waves in a ſea-fight, ha, ha, ha 


( Knocking at the door.) 

There's ſomebody at the door—ftick to the wig, 
Tobias, » [Exit Lucrece. 
Tob. Sweet little MET ob. opens the door. 


Enter 
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© Enter Lord LANDMORE Cher at TOBLAS.). | 


L. Land. Is Sir Samuel Sudden within — hey 
who is this, whom have we got here? 

Tob, It's me—I— me, my Lord. 

L. Land. What, Tobias ? 

Tob, Yes, my Lord. — 

L. Land. Surely it cannot be. — EX 

Tob. Upon my honour, my Lord, it's me. 

L. Land. What the nice, the trim Tobias, 
with ſuch a naſty bruſh of a beard, and ſuch a 
tremendous wig. | 

Tob. Ah, good lack, your Lordſhip, I ſee, don't 
know my misfortune, 

I. Land. What has been your misfortune, 
Tobias ? 

Tob. Ah! my Lord, I uſed to keep ſuch a gloſs 
on theſe frizzled cheeks that your Lordſhip might 
ſee your face in them. 

L. Land. I remember well how neat you were. 

Tob. Aye in truth a tidy lad; but, as the devil 
would have it, pray pardon me, my Lord, I never 
ſpeak of the devil but when I talk of my maſter. 

L. Land. Ha, ha, ha, well, well, go on your 
own way. 

Tob. As the devil would have it, he wanted me 
one morning, when my face was all of a lather —he 
called, and I ſhaved—he began to roar out curſes 
upon me, and pleaſe your Lordſhip, my poor hand 
began to tremble fo, that what with cutting and 
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gaſhing, there was more blood on my face than 
ſoap ſuds — then did he burſt into the room, be- 
laboured my poor bones, and then in a hiſſing 
fury — would your Lordſhip believe it? he ſwore 
a moſt wicked oath that I ſhould never be ſhaved 
again while I lived in his ſervice. 

L. Land. Ha, ha, ha, what! and are you ne- 
ver to have a clean face again? 

Tob. No, oh no (wiping his eyes) tis no laughing 
matter, no, my cheeks will never gliſten again while 
I ſtay here. You know my maſter's humour; he 
is always ſwearing in his paſſions, and has ſuch a 
villanous, raſcally conſcience, that he would be 
hanged ſooner than break his oath, 

L. Land. Well, and how came you by this 
huge wig ? : 

Tob. O, aye, and this huge livery — pleaſe you, 
my Lord, I'll tell you 

L. Land. Well, Tobias, you may give me the 


| hiſtory of theſe ſome other time: you are truly 


the moſt obedient ſervant I ever ſaw. Now tell 
your maſter I ſhould be glad to ſee him, (exit Tob.) 
Sir Samuel Sudden is to be ſure a very extraordinary 
man; and it is much to be wondered at, that 
amidſt ſo much abſurdity and folly, his lovely 
daughter Mira continues in her manners and ſenti- 
ments to be a model of female excellence— could 
I but behold that unrivalled woman, the wife of 
my ſon; I could cheerfully refign to them my 
earthly honours and eſtate. It would be the happy 


means 
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means too of reſcuing him from his ſcandalous 
connection with a kept miſtreſs in London, of the 
truth of which I can now no longer doubt. The 
charms of a virtuous woman are the ſtrongeſt en- 
ticements from the wiles of an abandaned one. --- 
Oh ! here is Sir Samuel, 


Enter Sir SAMUEL SUDDEN. 


Sir Sam. I am heartily glad to ſee my Lord 
Landmore. | 

L. Land. I thank you, Well, Sir Samuel, my 
ſon Henry 1s at length obedient to my commands ; 
I received a letter from him yeſterday, which in- 
formed me that he would be here to day. 

Sir Sam, I'm glad on't—I wiſh thee much jay 
Il wonder he has ſtayed away ſo long. 

L. Land. That has been a ſubje& of wonder 
to me too — he has been abroad many years, and 
ſince his return from the diſcharge of his duty to 
his king and country, he hath remained in London, 
having but once paid his duty to me: he then 
ſtayed only one day, and excuſed his departure by 
a pretence that urgent affairs demanded his attend- 
ance in the metropolis. 

Sir Sam. Urgent affairs, ha, ha, ha: ſly rogue, 
fly rogue. 

L. Land. Truly Sir Samuel I have had my ap- 
prehenſions about him, and I ſome time ſince com- 
manded him, on pain of my diſpleaſure, to come 

| down 


U 
„ 
| 
! 
. 
' 


f 


12 THE FUGITIVES. 


down to the country, and relying on the willing- 
neſs, you have always ſhown to an alliance between 
our families, I told him that I had fixed upon an 
accompliſhed and beautiful young lady, with whom 
it was my determination that he ſhould be united. 
Sir Sam. Thou — my daughter too much 
honour. 
L. Land. Far from it, Sir Samuel - I have had 
34 an opportunity of being acquainted with her innu- 
merable virtues, and I have not a more fervent wiſh 
than to ſee him bleſs'd withſuch a woman—as I now 
expect him every minute — I will, with your per- 
miſſion, ſpeak to your daughter upon the ſubject. 
Sir Sam, What is the uſe of ſpeaking to her 
about the matter, I tell thee ſhe ſhall ha' him, 
and that's enough. 
L. Land. But, Sir Samuel, remember the de- 
licacy due to an amiable woman. 
Sir Sam. Delicacy due to the devil, my Lord; 
T tell thee ſhe ſhall ha' him but if your Lord- 
ſhip pleaſes, T'll tell the girl to be ready to receive 
thee, and in the mean time we'll take a turn in the 
garden. 
IL. Land. If you pleaſe. 
Sir Sam. mM follow your Lordſhip. _. 
[Exit Lord Landmore. 
Delicacy! ! — (calling) Mira, —delicacy ! — Mira, 
Mira — where is the girl? Mira—delicacy ! a word 
not known when I was a lad—Mira—Mira— 
ee delicacy due to an amiable woman,” it's enough 
| to 
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to make a man puke— Mira, Mira, what the devil 
has become o her. I ſhall be hoarſe o'bawling after 
the ſlut. Mira (running about, ſtamping with rag. 
and ballooing for her) Mira—O Lord is'n't this 
enough to drive the moſt patient man mad — 
Mira --- Mira --- 


Enter MIRA and LUCRECE runving. MIRA in an ancient 
Dref+. 


Mir. Sir, Sir, I am here Sir. ; 

Sir Sam. © Sir, Sir I am here Sir” —art thou 
deaf, why doſt not come ſlut, inſtantly, when I call? 

Lucr. La Sir I was dreſſing her hair for dinner. 

Sir Sam. Dreſſing the devil for dinner— (to 
Mira) would thou hadſt not one hair I'll ha' thee 
ſhav'd, the devil take me if I don't — yes — I'll 
ha' no more hair dreſſing in my houſe.— 

Mir. Dear papa don't be angry — 

Sir Sam. Angry, huzzy? IT tell thee I a'n't 
angry —go (to Lucrece) go goggle eyes — go, go 
this inſtant, and tell Tobias to order the barber to 
come and cut off her hair — what art ſtaring at, go, 
I fay, jump (exit Lucrece) I'm not angry, I tell 
thee, I'm cool, I'm cool, and thou ſhalt be cool 
too, for damme if I don't ha' thy head ſhaved this 
day. 

Mir. Sir I am ridiculous enough already, and 
it would be a violation of all decency were J in this 
circutnſtance to obey you. 


Sir 
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Sir Sam. Were I in this circumſtance to obey 
you.” What doſt mean, ha? this comes o'having 
children: an' thou wert to diſobey me baggage, I'd 
cut thy throat— arn't thou my property ? arn't thou 
an excreſcence of my body, as much as my nails, 
or my warts, or my corns, which I may cut, and 
hew, and ſhape as I pleaſe ? I've ſworn it, and the 
Lord be praiſed, I never broke an oath in my life— 
hear me, huzzy —our neighbour Lord Landmore is 
in the garden and wants to ſpeak with thee, I'll ſend 
him directly — Dreſſing her hair indeed! — What 
with plaiſtering, and powdering, and curling, and 
craping, and pinching, 'tis no wonder we live in 
ſuch a damn'd hot-headed age. ¶ Exit Sir Samuel. 


Enter LUCRECE. 


Mir. Well Lucrece— $ 

Lucr. Well Ma'm I've ſent Tobias off for Ti- 
mothy Friz the barber ; by joſs, your papa's hu- 

mours have come to a head at laſt. 

Mir. Till now I have conformed myſelf to all 
his humours ; but to this I cannot ſubmit — 
Lucr. You know, miſtreſs, you muſt ſubmit— 
he has ſworn it Ma'm; and it would a' been all 
the ſame if he had ſworn to have your head cut 
off — off it muſt come— what can you do Ma'm ? 
Mir. Dot fly from home until he is convinced 
of its inſurmountable i impropriety, for in avoiding a 
cruel exertion of parental authority, there is ſurely 


leſs irreverence than in ſubmitting to it. 
- Lucr * 
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Lucr. I ſhould'nt ſtand about the irreverence 
but where can you go ? 


Mir. Why our good neighbour Mrs. Winlove 
lives but a ſmall diſtance from us, her houſe is ex- 
tremely retired, and, with a little ſolicitation, I have 
no doubt of prevailing upon her to conceal me. 

Lucr. But what will all the neighbourhood fay 
of your ſudden flight from home ? 

Mir. That is but a trifling conſideration. 

Lucr. Lord, Lord, what neſtsful of ſurmiſes will 
be hatched by folks who never did, nor never will 
hatch aay thing elſe— there's Suſannah Slander will 
{wear you were ſeen in company with the young 
recruiting officer that has juſt left the neighbour- 


hood--- Sarah Snaggletooth will ſimper at your 


liquoriſh mouth---and Grace Grogbloſſom will ſwal- 
low it all, as if it were ſo much aniſeed, and breathe 
it up, among the ſiſterhood as the ſweeteſt of all 
flavours — there's Tabitha Pry --- 

Mir. Stop girl, pray ſtop, I am not in a humour 
to hear your irapertinence; I have reſolved to leave 
my home, and I have no doubt of a welcome recep- 
tion at Mrs. Winlove's — You muſt remain here, 
but don't reveal the place of my concealment for 
your life. Should my father's anger at my flight 
be very extreme, tell him, you heard me ſay ſome- 
thing about going to my aunt's in London, 


Enter SERVANT. 


Servt. Lord Landmore deſires to pay his re- 
ſpects to you. 


* 


Mir. 
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Mir. Shew him in. 
Lucr. By joſs, Ma'm, he has been 8 in the 


garden and talking with your papa about having 
you ſhaved. 


Enter Lord LANDMORE. 


Mir. I am glad to ſee your Lordſhip. 

L. Land. I hope I do not neruge on you unſea- 
ſonably, Madary. 

Mir. It is impoſſible for that company to be 
unſeaſonable which we prefer to all others. 

L. Land. Ir is equally impotible, Madam, that 
any thing can heighten a man ſo much in his own 
eſtimation, as the eſteem of a Lady whoſe delicacy, 
and underſtanding are models for the — of 
her ſex. 

Mir. I have no return to make for ſuch a 
compliment, your Lordſhip's good opinion is the 
ſtrongeſt inducement to my endeavours to deſerve it. 
L. Land. Moſt excellent woman !- have 

juſt left Sir Samuel, and he has defired me to hint 
to you the ſubje& of a converſation which was 
ornamented with the frequent repetition of your 
name. {th 

Lucr. (afide to Mira) Ah, dear, I knew it would 
come out. 

Mir. My name, my Lord! 

L. Land. Your name, Madam, and I aſſure 
you I feel very ſenſibly the indelicacy of ſpeaking 
to you on the ſubject; but I ſhall rely on your 
goodneſs for pardon, if I paſs that line of propriety 
which your own ideas may have preſcribed, 


Mir. 
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Mir. Line of propriety, Sir! now I judge the 
ſubject of your converſation. 

L. Land. Not diſagreeable to you I hope. 

Mir. Does your Lordſhip, and my father con- 
cur in ſentiment ? 

L. Land. Why Madam--- he ſeems almoſt too 
reſolute; but I hope you will be induced by filial 
duty to conform to his will. 

Mir, Never. 

L. Land. Never? 

Mir. Never while I breathe : in every thing but 
| this, my Lord, I have proved myſelf an obedient 
daughter; and I little ſuſpected that your Lordſhip 
would encourage any violent caprice of my father's 
--- but be aſſured my determination is unalterable.. 

L. Land. Unalterable ! Caſide) then her af- 
ſections muſt be fixed on another — my boy has loſt 
a paragon of excellence. 


Tob. (to Lucrece) The fellow is come to clip 
your miſtreſs. 
' Lucy. O lud, Ma'm, he's come. 

L. Land. He is come, is he? I ſuppoſe this is 
the favoured lover (aſide) - may I preſume, Ma- 
dam, to aſk who he is, and whether I have any 
knowledge of the happy man ? 

Lucr. Yes, pleaſe your Lordſhip, 'tis Timothy 
Friz the barber. 

IL. Land. What? 

C 


Mir. 
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Mir. Send him away inſtantly — (exif Damms 
ſee, my Lord, the abſurdities 1 am expoſed to by 
the follies of my father; and I cannot but be. ſur- 


prized that you ſhould approve of my- ſubmiſſion 
to them. 


L. Laad. Truly, Madam, I never was more 
aſtoniſhed in my life — 1 do not at all comprehend 
this; I come to ſolicit your attention to what 
nearly intereſts me- the happineſs of my only ſon— 

Mir. Your fon! my Lord---what a ſtrange 
miſunderſtanding is this! My father, Sir, took 
_ offence at my dreſſing my hair, and in one of his 
| paſſionate fits ſwore it ſhould be cut off, and the 
barber had juſt come for the purpoſe 
I. Land. Hay ha, ha, a ſtrange whim indeed, 
and a moſt ludicrous miſtake. Well, Miſs Sudden, 
your own diſcretion will be your ſafeſt guide per- 
mit me now to perform my errand. 

Mir. I will attend. 

L. Land. 1 have a fon, Madam, of whoſe 
principles and perſon I can venture to ſpeak well 
tis true he is unknown to you; the abſence of you 
both from home almoſt from your infancy hath 
prevented you from ſeeing each other---he will be 
here to day; and the indelicacy I before alluded to, 
was the addreſſing you in his behalf before you had 
feen him; I cannot, however, help entreating, that 
if your affections are not already engaged, you will 
leave the avenues to your heart as open as poſſible, 

| 8 
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to receive thoſe impreſſions which he will be eager 
to make. | 

Mir. Your Lordſhip is all candour and gene- 
roſity; an endeavour to imitate you in theſe virtues, 


will ſuggeſt my anſwer :--- be ſatisfied, then, my 
Lord that theſe eyes have never beheld the man 
on whom my heart could fix---to the tumults of 
love I am a ſtranger, and ſhould my affections 
continue in the ſame tranquil ſtate, I ſhall not be 
a prize worthy your ſon's ambition ; but ſhould he 
think otherwiſe, my duty to my father, who defires 
it, my regard for you, and all in whoſe happineſs 
you are intereſted, will be incentives ſufficient to 
create in my breaſt an inclination for the accom- 
pliſhment of what you do me ſo much honour in 
wiſhing. 

Z. Land. Beſt of women! I want words to thank 
you, dear Miſs Sudden I want words to thank you 
you have animated the drooping indolence of age; 
you have made me happy —I muſt go or I ſhall 
ſink under the weight of pleaſure — good day to 
you, Madam. [ Exit Lord Landmore. 


Mir. This good, and reſpectable nobleman de- 
ſerves the veneration that I feel for him. 


Enter Sir SAMUEL SUDDEN. 


Sir Sam. What, thou would'ſt not part with 
that mop, ha? | 
Mir. Why, Sir, would you make your daughter 
the ſubject of ſport over the whole country ?- 
_*& oa Sir 


for a few weeks? 
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Sir Sam. Why now Mira, my dear thou ſee'ſt 1 
a'n't angry now, but thou would'ſt not ha* me to 
break my oath, would'ſt thou? I ſwore it child, 
and thou would'ſt not ha' thy poor old dad to be 
damn'd, would'ſt thou? - come now be a good 
girl and ha' thy hair cut off. | 

Mir. Indeed, Sir, I think heaven muſt be leſs 
offended at the violation of a raſh vow, than at 
the obſervance of it. 

Sir Sam. O Mira, Mira, I am n affrighred at 
thee —I ha” never broke an oath in my life; I ha- 
ſtuck to a thouſand worſe than this, and I tell thee 
again, after keeping a clear confcience ſo long, I 
will not in my old days be damn'd for the. 

[ Exit Sir Samuel. 

Mir. Nor I in my young days be fhaved for 

thee— This inſtant will I fly to Mrs. Winlove. 


[ Exit, 
SCENE at Lord LAN DMORE“'s. 


Enter Lord PIERMONT and HENRY VALENS, a, from 
a Journey, and a Servant. 


Hen. So my father is not within, 
Servt. No, Sir, but he 1 is expected every minute. 


[Exit ſervant. 
Hen. Well, my dear Piermont, you are moſt 


welcome to this ancient and hoſpitable manſion --- 


will it be poſſible to reconcile yourſelf to the country 


Pier 
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Pier. As for me, Henry, my love of variety 
will render any thing agreeable that is new --- but 


for you, upon my word, I don't think theſe dull 
ſhades are at all ſvitable---you are too gloomy 


already —— 

Hen. I have long inde yielded myſelf up to 
the dominion of melancholy, I enjoy the ſolemn 
tranquillity, that ſurrounds me, every grove, every 
vale, nay every tree ſeem to me a new ſet of friends, 
and moſt congenial to the ſtate of my mind. 

Pier. Pſhaw- what a nonſenſical parade of 
womaniſh words, and all this for a girl too. 

Hen. O my friend ſhe was the very eſſence of 
my ſoul, the light, the ſun of my life, without her 
I am but half a being, and---I have loſt her for 
ever 

Pier. Well, are there not millions of women in 
the world? and what did you find in one that you 
cannot find in another ? 


— 
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Enter Lord LANDMORE. 


L. Land. Where is he? where is my dear boy 
---my Henry, my ſon do I again fold you in my 
MOL — | 


Hen. Permit me Sir to introduce to you my 
friend Lord Piermont. 

L. Land. The friend of my ſon is the mou of 
my heart 

Hen. He intends to keto us with his com- 
pay for a few weeks 


9 | L, Land. 
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L. Land. We ſhall be much indebted to you 
my Lord---the battered charms of the metropolis 
will be foils to the freſhneſs of our rural beauties 
and I hope will entice your Lordſhip to prolong 
your ſtay --- As for you, Henry, you have been 
quite a truant to us 

Hen. I come now Sir to devote my life in 
obedience to your commands, nor do I wiſh ever 
to relinquiſh again your company or theſe ſolitudes. 

L. Land. You are greatly altered Henry --- (to 
Lord Piermont ) the pleaſures of the gay world my 
Lord have become taſteleſs to him, and I ſuppoſe 
he'll now be pleaſed with the participation of do- 
meſtie happineſs in the ſociety of an innocent country 
wife ; hey Henry, is'n't it ſo? 

Hen. My pleaſures, my Lord, will take a very 
different turn. 

L. Land. I hope not- that truly ellis wo- 
man, whom 1 have often mentioned in my letters, 
lives in this neighbourhood, and to her you are 
already united by proxy 

Hen. In this inſtance---I truſt you will permit 
my own inclinations to govern me, in every other 
you will find me obedient to your will. 

L. Land. Well, if your own inclinations do not 
lead you into an admiration of this excellent young 
woman, my opinion of your diſcernment and under- 
ſtanding will be much diminiſned —— 

Pier. I never heard before of a man's being led 
into love by the lights of his diſcernment and under- 

ſtanding 
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Randing---I ſhould think, my Lord, tis only when 
theſe lights are put out, that a man is in danger of 
ſtumbling into Cupid's pit-falls —— 

L. Land. No, no, no I would not have my 
fon blinded by paſſion, if he love, let him love with 
his eyes open. 

Pier. (Afide) © love with his eyes open!!!” 
L. Land. The young Lady I mean, Henry, is 
the daughter of Sir Samuel Sudden 

Hen, I have loſt all remembrance of her - but 
were ſhe perfection itſelf it is impoſſible for me ever 
to view her in the light you wiſh. 

L. Land. Then you are reſolved not to relin- 
quiſh your vile attachment to an unworthy woman; 
I have heard of this baſe connection. 

Hen. * Baſe connection!“ heavens! hath the 
accurſed tongue of calumny, thus dared to repreſent 
me to you, hath the poiſon'd breath of ſlander thus 
attempted to ſtain the celeſtial purity of that divine 
woman! 

L. Land. What i is this I hear! then the place 
in your affections, which I wiſhed Miſs Sudden 
only to fill, is occupied by another —— _ 

Hen. My breaſt is occupied only by grief. 

Pier. Yes, yes, he has been ſwoll'n with grief 
this many a day, and it is time in all conſcience 
for him to be delivered for my part, my groan- 
ings for the fineſt woman in the world never laſted 
five minutes. 

L. Land. I know not what to make of all this --- 

C 4 Hen. 
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Hen. Your ſuſpenſe, Sir, ſeems to give you 
pain, but to relieve you from that n would 
greatly add to it. | 

L. Land. It could not · on the ning it 
would be a conſolation to me, to believe that no 
circumſtances reſpecting my ſon were concealed 
from me: if the caſualties of his life were not ſo 
pleaſing as I could wiſh, yet the comfort of know- 
ing the worſt, would reconcile me to them. Your 
diſcretion places you above paternal cenſure, and 
I defire no other influence over you but that which 
the tenderneſs of a friend can give me. 

Hen. You have taken from me the merit of obe- 
dience, by an unvarying goodneſs that has put it 
out of my power to be diſobedient: I will relate 
to you, Sir, what you deſire to know 

Pier. Ay, ay, do, and while you are moaning 
over a melancholy tale with which I have been 
often peſtered ; I'll take a gun, and ſtretch my legs 
with a walk · the chaiſe has cramp'd me terribly. 

| [Exennt, 


Exp of the FizsT Act. 
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ACT. 11. 


SCENE at Mrs. WiwnLove's. 


Enter VIRGINIA and MIRA in 4 rural Dre. 


Mir. WELL, my dear Virginia, you are now 
acquainted with the ſtrange cauſe of my coming 
here with ſuch precipitation, and I affure you I 
| bleſs the circumſtance, ſince it has beſtowed upon 
me ſo ineſtimable an acquaintance. 

Virg. 1 am delighted to hear you ſay ſo, for 
believe me, my mind never before ſo ſuddenly and 
ſo entirely yielded ro the gentle influence of 
friendſhip. 

Mir. There is certainly a ſecret, and inviſible 
chain that links congenial ſouls together. I feel it, 
my dear Virginia, binding me indiſſolubly to you. 

Virg. And yet, Mira, you muſt be too good, 
too much my ſuperior to admit of that ſweet aſſimi- 
lation of minds which it is the privilege of equality 
alone to know. I, alas! am a miſerable out-caſt, 
and your tenderneſs towards me can be but the 
fading lineament of a ſympathetic imagination. 

Mir. You wrong me much---my ſoul is in- 
tereſted in every thing that concerns you. The 
good Mrs. Winlove hath related to me the un- 
happy circumſtances that deprived you of a father, 
and ſeparated you from your native land ; my heart 


yielded. 
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yielded to the ſoft influence with which the ſorrows 
of others affect it, but that was light compared 
to the affection which your preſence has excited 
in my breaſt Oh, here is Mrs. Winlove--- ſhe 
muſt have at length come to a reſolution 


Enter Mrs. WINLOVE. 


Well, good Madam, I hope the reſult of your de- 
liberations are in my favour. 

Mrs. Winl, I aſſure you, my dear Miſs Sudden, 
I have had much difficulty in reconciling myſelf 
to become in the ſmalleſt degree an encourager 
of filial diſobedience--- but the ſtrange whim of 
Sir Samuel your father has ſomething in it ſo un- 
parental, that my conſcience abſolves me, and it 
will be my ſtudy to render your ſtay here as happy 
as poſſible. 

Mir. Your goodneſs demands my perpetual 
gratitude, but the obligation is immeaſurably en- 
hanced by the opportunity it gives me of cultivating 
a friendſhip with Virginia --- (10 Virginia) And 
you have lived in this retirement for ſome time 
how much have I loſt by not having ſooner. diſ- 
covered ſuch a kindred mind | | 

Mrs. Winl, 1 have related to Miſs Sudden thoſe 
circumſtances of your life, which you have un- 
folded to me I hope you will forgive the 1 
J have taken. 

Virg. I cannot diſapprove of what you do. 

| Mrs. 
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Mrs. Winl. And now, deareſt Virginia, permit 
me to ſolicit the completion -of that confidence 
which you have in part beſtowed upon me. 

Mir. Do my friend repoſe in us a ſhare of your 
afflictions. | by 

Virg. You are too good thus to intereſt your- 
ſelves in the fortunes of a moſt unhappy creature 
but it would be ingratitude to refuſe, 

Mir. This is indeed kind. 

Virg. You were before informed of the fate 
which my aged father received from the cruel 
hands of the Indians - the horror with which it 
ſtruck me found a temporary ſuſpenſion in the 
deprivation of my reaſon; and during my continu- 
ance in a ſtate of dejeted madneſs, the tenderneſs 
of this officer, the unknown preſerver of my exiſt- 
ence, made an impreſſion on my mind, which my 
returning ſenſes (abſorbed as they were in grief) 
confirmed. His perſevering goodneſs, his intereſt- 
ing gentleneſs, and attention penetrated my ſoul --- 
I was grateful---my gratitude was imperceptibly 
followed by love !---and ſome time after, --- my 
heart being entirely interwoven with his, I confeſs 
was overcome with the moſt affecting of all 
perturbations, when reſpectfully preſſing my hand 
and bathing it with tears, he told me that he was 
about to embark for England, and that it was only 
there, that he could extend to me that fraternal 
guardianſhip which my orphan, and friendleſs ſtate 
required Bereav'd as I was of every other re- 

ſource, 
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ſource, and fo ſtrongly inclined by my affections to 
accept of his moſt benevolent offer ; I threw myſelf 
on my knees, and with the moſt unbounded confi- 
dence gave myſelf up to his protection We 
braved the ſtorms and tempeſts of the ocean---we 
arrived at London--- where I liv'd by his ſupporting 
hand where his generous, and noble tenderneſs 
continued unabated. --- Sometime elapſed when, 
alas! I perceived that ſome ſecret uneaſineſs diſ- 
quieted his ſou] fruitleſs for a long time were 
my efforts to diſcover the cauſe---at length he 
yielded to my importunities, and with the moſt 
afflicting agitations told me that his father, who 
reſided in the country, had inexorably reſolved to 
unite him to another woman, and then for the firſt 
time did he aſſure me that his exiſtence had no 
value but what I could give it---I ſaw the diftreſs- 
ing embarraſſment to which he was reduced, and 
I reſolved that---as he was once my deliverer, 1 
would in return be his---I triumphed over my own 
heart, and in an agonizing conflict of diſtreſs, grati- 
tude, and loye, I forced myſelf ſecretly from the 
. habitation of innocence, and from the protection of 
unexampled generoſity, which that virtuous, and 
exalted man afforded me 

Mir. Noble exertion ! | 

Virg. I engaged in needle-work for a ſubſiſtence 
at a Milliner's, where you, Madam, firſt ſaw me 
where heaven impreſſed you with that ſudden, and 
extraordinary partiality, which induced you to take 

me 
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me under your care, and to bring me to a manſion 
containing all the virtues that adorn human nature. 

Mir. My tongue falters when it would ſpeak 
comfort to you 

Mrs. Winl. Your cup of ſorrows is full look 
upon me as your parent; I will ſhare every thing 
with you. 

Mir. Let me from henceforth call you by the 
endearing appellations of ſiſter and friend your 
woes have twiſted you to my heart, which never 
can be happy while you remain unbleſs'd. 

Mrs. Winl. We are too much affected, dear 
Ladies we will for the preſent retire; and while we 
meditate on the misfortunes of Virginia, let us not 


forget that innocence in diſtreſs is the favoured ward 
of heaven. Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to Sir SAMvEL Suoppzx's. 


Enter Sir SAMUEL lugging in LUCRECE by the Ear. 


Sir Sam. Ods wounds, and life, 'tis'n't poſſible — 
not found yet ! where is ſhe, I ſay? thou viper, tell 
me where thy miſtreſs is, or I'll cut thy throat 

Lucr. O dear, I can't ſpeak, Sir, indeed I can't 
ſpeak, I'm fo frightened, 

Sir Sam. Zounds I'll make thee ſpeak rattle- 
| ſnake (ſhakes her). 

Lucr. Murder, murder --- you'll ſhake my life 


out of me- will ſpeak, I'll tell you all, indeed 
I will. 


Sir 
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Sir Sam. O thow'lt ſpeak at laſt---there is no 
getting any thing out o' a woman without ſhaking, 
there now (lets her go) where is ſhe, I fay? 

Lucr. I can't ſpeak yet, Sir---my breath is all 


gone—— 
Sir Sam. Speak, I tell thee, or thou ſhalt never 
open thy lips again. 


Lucr. O lud, lud, if he ſwears that 1 am 
ruined for ever (aſide). 

Sir Sam. Thou wont'ſt ſpeak, hey, damme you 
dog | 

Lucr. I will, I will, I will pray dear Sir, do 

don't ſwear, I will ſpeak --- my miſtreſs---um, a, a 

--- your dear, dear worſhip, um, a, um it might 

be about an hour ago---and a, a---a---I ha'n't a 

bit of breath in me 
Sir Sam. Will you go on? 
Lucr. Yes Sir, and it I a, a, about an hour 

ago---indeed, indeed, indeed ſhe did, and I don't 
tell your worſhip one word of a lie about it, ſhe 
did indeed. i | 

Sir Sam. Well what the devil did ſhe ? 

Lucr. O lud I forgot that---why Sir, ſhe 
went to her chamber Sir, and I a'n't laid eyes upon 
her ſince---that's all I know Sir, muſt I ſay any 
more, Sir? 

Sir Sam. What, nobody know where ſhe is 
gone !--- Tobias, Tobias (calls louder and louder 
in great paſſion) Tobias, where is that man 
monſter, Tobias - -O thou vixen 'tis all a plot 


” o' thine 
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o'thine--- Tobias, Tobias -- what, not anſwer me, 
I'm treated like a dog in mine own houſe - 
Tobias 
Tob. (without ) Coming Sir, coming 
Sir Sam. Come along, thou hound, wilt thou 
keep me bawling a twelvemonth. 
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Enter TOBIAS. 


What art about that did'nt come before, raſcal ? 
Tob. Pleaſe your worſhip Dolly the cook threw 
a ladle full of gravy upon me, and I was putting 
on a clean pair of breeches. 

Sir Sam. Did any one ever hear the like--+ 
putting on your breeches when I want ye, thou 
villain, dog, thou frizzled face, damme, if ever thou 
ſhalt come in my fight with a pair o'breeches on 
thee again---no, never--- where is thy miſtreſs, 
Sirrah, where is Mira ha? art thou concerned with 
theſe women 

Tob. Indeed Sir I'm innocent, I have no con- 
cerns with 'em 

Sir Sam. Get out o' my fight, I've fworn it, 
dog--- while thou ſtayeſt in my ſervice, let me 
never ſee thee in a pair of breeches, dog 

Tob. O dear, O dear, O dear, [ Exit Tobias. 

Lucr. Oh, Sir, now I think o'nt, I can tell 
your worſhip 
Sir Sam. Well let's hear. | 
Lucr. Why when your worſhip firſt made her 


put on her great great grandmama's clothes, ſhe 
talked 
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talked about her aunt in London, and I dare ſay 
ſhe is gone there. 

Sir Sam. Aye there it is now, the vile huzzy, 
ſhe has forſaken her good, indulgent father to go to 
that ugly old hag my ſiſter — I'll pay her for it— 
the undutiful flut—my indulgence has totally 
ruin'd the girl—T'll fend expreſs after her—put- 
ting on his breeches, hey - pretty ſtory —— 

[ Exit Sir Samuel. 

Lucr. Indulgence truly! — what a blind old 
ſavage it is— well he has gulp'd the lie, and the 
worlt is over O, here comes poor Tobiag— 
(Enter Tobias) Lord, lord, Tobias what a nice 
bear this beard would make for the door in dirty 
weather —— 

Tob. Ah, Lucrece, dear Lucrece, if it wasn't 
for you, I'd not ſtay one moment longer in the 
houſe; no, if I would - why then —damme, and 
now, as the old bull dog ſays, I've ſworn it. 

 Lucr. Come, Tobias, don't be caſt down, times 
will alte ; 

Tob. Aye, aye they will alter I am to be 
tranſmogrified into a woman — he has ſent Thomas 
off to Mrs. what d'ye call 'em the mantua-maker 
to order petticoats for me, and till they are done he 
has ordered Dolly to lend me one of her greaſy 
tatters— Dear Lucrece, give your conſent to marry 
me, and let's leave this dey'liſh houſe this night. 

Lucr. I cannot leave the houſe yet, that's flat 
— why what need you to trouble yourſelf about 

| your 
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your dreſs---if you are clothed in an aſs's ſkin 
t'would be but your maſter's livery, you know 
Tob. Alack-a-day I could bear any thing but 
the plaguy petticoats--- you'll laugh and jibe at one 
ſo 
Tucr. Oh never fear, I ſhan't like you the worſe 
in petticoats --- if ever you get me I ſhall certainly 
wear the breeches--- and beſides, Tobias, when all 
comes to all, if we are ſhort of money, we can go 
up to London, and ſhew you at a ſhilling a piece 
for a great female monſter juſt arrived from abroad, 
ha, ha, ha. [ Exit Lucrece. 
Tob. Good lack, ſhe uſes me like a dog; ſhe 
laughs at me, plagues me, ſmuts my face, twitches 
my noſe, puts treacle on my beard, and yeſterday 
trip'd me up as I was going in the dining room 
with a great ſaddle of mutton, for which I got ſuch 
a drubbing that my bones ake yet--- And, after all, 
pretty creature -I do love her - there is no 
beating love into a body, but if it once goes in, 
the devil himſelf can't beat it out. [ Exit. 


SCENE changes to a Grove near Mrs. WixLove's. 


Emer MIRA. 


Mir. Virginia's misfortunes have wrung my 
foul with forrow--- my trifling troubles, which I 


thought ſevere, compared with hers, are but the 


paſſing clouds of a ſummer's day --- Fatherleſs, 
friendleſs, and expoſed. to the rude ſhocks of a 
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mercileſs world ! --- but this boſom is open to her, 
ſhe already fills a vacancy here, which, unoccupied, 
would have left my heart ſunk in liſtleſs 1gnorance 
of the pleaſures of imparted affeCtions--- Yes, I 
ſhall now participate thoſe delights which ſentiments 
of ſuch exalted purity as hers muſt inſpire--- What 
a refined expanſion of thought was it, that led her 
to the ſacrifice of her ſoul's ſtrongeſt affections, leſt 
the generous, the truly worthy object of them 
ſhould incur the guilt of filial diſobedience! How 
charming theſe groves--- what heavenly tranquillity 
reigns around me! Methinks I ſhould not deſire 
greater enjoyment than this retirement, and the 
975 8 of my dear Virginia. 


Enter Lord PIERMONT at 4 Diſfauce. 


Bleſs me, there's a gentleman !A woman never 
can picture to herſelf a ſcene of happineſs, but theſe 
men will be thruſting themſelves in the foreground 
of the proſpect. (Mira attempting to run off, Lord 
Piermont purſues and ftops ber ). | 
Pier. Heavens, what an angel ! 
Mir. Sir, Sir, I beg 
Pier. Lovely maid, I beſeech you beſtow on 
me one more glance from thoſe enchanting eyes 
Mir. I requeſt, Sir, you will deſiſt I muſt 
— | 
Pier. 1 muſt not, cannot let yop go thus: 
charming creature forgive my rudeneſs —— 
. 
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Mir. Tis cruel to treat me in this manner 
your appearance, Sir, beſpeaks you a gentleman ---- 
Pier. (letting ber go) There, there thou ſweet 


ſylvan deity, beauteous nymph of theſe charming 


groves, there, take your liberty I give up my 
power ; but here proſtrate at your feet I kneel, and 
fervently entreat you not to deſert me yet---I am, 
as you think me, a gentlemen, neither word, look, 
nor geſture, ſhall you receive from me unworthy 
of that character. 

Mir. Now, Sir, I thank you, and what ſuch 


generoſity demands in return, I am willing to beſtow. 
Pier. Then tell me who you are, and where 


you live, for, by all the ſacred powers of love, my 
ſoul, till this inſtant, was never ſo penetrated by 
beauty. 

Mir. Your flattery, Sir, intimidates me; it 
deſtroys the air of truth, which I thought I ſaw 
about you. 

Pier. Madam, I'm done—in ſimpleſt terms I 
aſk who you are, and where you live ? 

Mir. I am an humble aſſiſtant in a a neighbour- 
ing cottage. 

Pier. Aſſiſtant ! have you no friend, no fortune? 

Mir. O yes Sir, induſtry and content. 

Pier. Enchanting innocence ! will you permit 
me to viſit you. 

Mir. Were you to 1 the threſhold on 
my account, I ſhould be turn'd out of doors, and 
left to miſery and want. 

D 2 Pier. 
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Pier. Miſery and want! ſweet maid, how ig- 
norant are you of the inexhauſtible fources of 
friends and fortune, which you have in that divine 
perſon |! 

Mir. Not inexhauſtible—1T muſt be gone Sir, 

Pier. (holding her) Oh, no, no, I ſhould be 
moſt miſerable, were you to leave me without the 
hope of meeting you again ; heavenly woman, as 
you have forbidden me to approach the houſe 
where you reſide, O let me intreat you to return 
to this grove in the afternoon — I am loſt in admi- 
ration, and my tongue cannot now utter what my 
heart feels. | 
Mir. This is a requeſt, Sir, with which, were I 
to comply, I might be injured even in your eſtima- 
tion who make it--- therefore 1 bid you farewell. 

Pier. On my knee I beſeech your preſence once 
more---ſuch a generous and unſuſpecting confi- 
dence in me, a ſtranger, would, were it poſſible, 
heighten you in my opinion This afternoon, fair 
angel, pray conſent to meet me here. 

Mir. Well well, perhaps I may - farewell — 

Pier. But give me your promiſe, for doubt 
would be death to me— _ 

Mir. Well, I promiſe. 

Pier. At five in the afternoon ? 

Mir. Yes. 

Pier. A thouſand, thouſand thanks — 

Mir. Bleſs me (afide as ſbe is going) what a 


tumult has he raiſed here— Sir (looking confuſedly 


at bim). 
Pier. 
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Pier. Madam — my angel - my [ Exit Mira. 
Pier. Am I in a trance! — am I awake — it is 
not poſſible that a woman could agitate me in this 
manner — zounds! a country girl too; a very milk- 
maid —I wiſh I had look'd at her hand — a ſtout 
crimſon fiſt would have cool'd me a little —1'll ſee 
it this afternoon— whew—1 never felt ſo ſtrangely 
in all my life 
P ve fought, and triumph'd o'er whole hofts of eyes, 
But ambuſh'd here, I'm conquer'd by ſurprize. [ Exit. 


”yo 


SCENE changes to Sir SAMUEL SUDDEN'S. 


Enter Sir SAMUEL. 


Sir Sam. What the devil; ha' I got thirty thouſand 
pounds and can't ha' my own way - muſt I be thwart- 
ed and vexed and croſſed in this manner — what a 
plague, can't a man do as he pleaſes with his own; 
if I chooſe to burn my own houſe, what's that to 
any body — and mine own girl to ſerve me in this 
manner— ods wounds ! had I known this I would 
ne'er ha' begot her - there's pretty little Lucrece 
now ! —'S'life and death I'm a young wan yet — 
I'll get a boy and diſinherit that vile diſobedient 
baggage, I will—I ha' had mine eye on Lucrece a 
long while, and I believe in my conſcience I ha' only 
lugg'd her by the ears ſo much for the pleaſure o hand- 
ling her — ha hah, there comes the young jade. 


Enter LUCRECE. 
Where art thou going, Lucrece, in ſuch haſte ? 
D 3 Lucr. 
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Lucr. Sir. 

Sir. Sam. Come hither, child. 

Lucr. Did your worſhip pleaſe to want me? 

Sir Sam. Yes, child, I want thee — gi' me thy 
hand, child, he, he, pretty little ſoft hand. 

Lucr. Yes, Sir, pretty well for that—— 

Sir Sam, He, he, he, tis a ſweet hand (kiſſing 
it )--- he, he, I ha' been a little rugged towards 
thee ſometimes, Lucrece, ha'n't I ? 

Lucr. Indeed your worſhip has, as my ſore ears 
can witneſs, 

Sir Sam. Ah, poor 851 it was againſt my will 
I cou'd not ha' found it in my heart to ha' ſerv'd 
thee ſo, an I had my own way --- 

Lucr. If I may be fo bold; will your worſhip 
pleaſe to tell me, in whoſe way it was that you have 
made ſo many ſore places about me? 

Sir Sam. I'll tell thee, child; thy miſtreſs has a 
very ſuſpicious temper, and 1 had ſuch a regard 
for thine honeſty and virtue, that I ha' been always 
kicking thee, and thumping thee, and lugging 
thee by the ears, that thy miſtreſs might be ſure I 
did nothing elſe to thee ; --- how kind that was of 
me, child ! 

Lucr. O vaſtly kind, indeed 

Sir Sam. Very kind, and ſhewed the great re- 
gard I had for thy virtue, and I hope thou wilt ha' 
as great a regard for mine; for I tell thee, thou 
pretty little minx, thou haſt it in thy power to make 
me as virtuqus as any man in conſcience need to be. 


Lucr. 
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Lucr. Sir, la Si. 

Sir Sam, Don't bluſh, thou pretty modeſt little 
one—here—here's ſome money for thee 

Lucr. (takes it) Oh but---your worſhip --- 
my virtue 

Sir Sam. Thy virtue (in a paſſion) damn thy 
virtue, tis none o' thy virtue, don't 1 pay thy 
wages? — What the devil! a maid ſervant talk 
o' her virtue, was ever ſuch a thing heard of---I 
tell thee what, Lucrece, damme i. 


Lucr. Ha, ha, ha, your worſhip's angry — ( afide ) 


by jingo he is going to ſwear +, Sir, I 
was only joking 

Sir Sam. Well, well, an it be ſo thou'rt a good 
girl Come my pretty little— (bugging and kiffing 
and ſtruggling with her) ——— 

Lucr. O dear Sir, Sir, the ſervants are all below 
— Some other time — 

Sir Sam. Well, what other time 

Lucr. (afide) What ſhall I ſay !— You know, 
Sir, my room 

Sir Sam. Ay — 

Lucr. When all the ſervants are in bed, you 
may come there to night. © 

Sir Sam. The merrieſt wag — well, what time? 

Lucr. Why, Sir, about twelve o'clock — but I 
ſhall ſee you again before then. 

Sir Sam. Give me a kiſs - there bye darling 
bye, we muſt'nt be ſeen together: 1 have a very 
great regard for thy virtue, han't I? 
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Lucr, Yes, indeed, very great 

Sir Sam. One more kiſs—twelve o'clock, bye 
dear, Odſo —— [ Exit Sir Samnel. 

Lucr. There's a noble conqueſt now that I have 
made of that old Bombketch that has been fo 

long bombarding us with his oaths, and his vows, 
and his fits of paſſion — What a furnace muſt burn 
in theſe goggle-eyes, as he calls em, to melt ſuch a 
piece of old iron as it is O mercy, yonder comes 
Tobias in his petticoats — he does ſo pine for me 
that I begin to pity him; but I muſt play him one 
more prank before he gets me a thought ſtrikes 
me — ' twill do, *twill do — yes — by joſs, I'll con- 
trive to get Tobias in my chamber at twelve 
o' clock to night inſtead of myſelf, ha, ha, ha, ha, 
poor Sir Samuel, ha, ha, ha, — what a pitiful figure 
he does cut — Lord how he does grumble. ( — 
back and ſtands laughing ). 


1 TOBIAS mir Petticoats: 


Tob. O dear, dear me, what a pickle am I in 
— bepetticoated — bewigged — bebearded — and be- 
laughed at by the whole houſe——1T ſhall die with 
the ſweating ſickneſs—in four and twenty hours I 
ſhall be dry as a ſqueezed ſpunge— And all this do 
] endure for the ſake of that dear hard-hearted 
creature — ſhe'll break my heart (wiping his eyes ) 
—if I could drive her out of my thoughts, this 
moment would J quit this unnatural houſe — Oh, 
hoh (blubbering). f | 4 


Lucr. 
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Lucr. What ails you, dear Tobias ? 

Tob. © Dear Tobias” —you want to break 
my heart—fee what a plight I am in, for your 
ſake —— 


Lucr. Why you never looked better in all your 
—— 


Tob. No? 


Lucr. No, never — ] like you now of all things 


(kiſſes bin 
Tob. Hee, he, he, hee 


Lucr. You look ſo innocent; (kiffing bim) 1 
hate your great men looking things. 
\ Tob, Hee, he, he, — if I had known this I'd ha' 


4r 


oY 


put on petticoats long ago— Well, dear Lucrece, 


he, he, will you marry me? 

Lucr. There's my hand. 

Toh. Joy, joy, huzza, and we'll leave rt 
dev'liſh houſe this night 

Lucr. No, no, I can't leave the houſe yet; my 
miſtreſs charged me to ſtay — but, dear Tobias, 
ſince I've gone ſo far, I think I may ſafely truſt 
you a little farther. 

Tob. O yes, yes. 


Lucr. You know, dear Tobias, that you and 


I never can have an hour's talk together, but ſome 
one or other will be popping in upon us: now as I 
am to be your, a' a', your wife 


Tob. He, he, he, wife! how comical it 


makes a body feel. (fide) 


Lucr. 
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Tucr. We ſhould ſettle how we ſhall — 
together by and by. 

Tob, Yes (aſide) what a ſweet voice ſhe has. 

Lucr. Now at twelve o'clock to night, when 
every one elſe is faſt * you ſhall come to my 
room, 

Tob. He, he, he, you, you joking creature you. 

Lucr. No joke, indeed and Tobias mind you, 
for fear any of the ſervants might happen to ſee you 
come; you muſt put on a night-cap and bed-gown 
of mine, which I will give you by and by—fo then 
you'll paſs for me. 


Tob. Ecod, that's a rare any, ge time 
ſhall I come? 


Lucr. Exactly when Ui clock frikes twelve. 

Tob. Twelve. 

| Lucr. Not before ey" there now go, go 
along. (puſbes bim) 

Tob. It puts a body in mind of we play. 

LTucr. Go along, I tell you. (puſhing bim) 

Tob. Well, I'm going - Remember twelve. 

[Exit Tobias. 

Lucr. Ha, ha, ha; there will be fine ſport 
to night---now inſtead of ſetting my two rivals to 
bluſtering and blowing one another's brains out, as 
a fine lady would do, I ſhall firſt bring them very 
lovingly into each other's arms, and then I ſhall 
chooſe which I will take into my own---a maxim 
worthy of being remembered by all handſome young 
belles like myſelf. [ Exit, 
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SCENE changes to Lon D LANDbMokz's 
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* . 


— WS: tr 


Enter Lord LANDMORE and HENRY. 


L. Land. The circumſtances which you have 
unfolded to me, Henry, are truly affefting---I be- 
lieved the lady to be a kept miſtreſs, by whom you 
were enchained in London - but I have injured 
you by crediting the report, and I have wronged 
that fair wanderer too, whom heaven ſeemed to have 
placed under your guardianſhip as a teſt of your 
integrity. I wonder what could have been her 
motive for flying from you ſo abruptly ? 
Hen, I have queſtioned myſelf with the moſt 
rigid ſeverity: I have retraced with ſcrutinizing 
exactneſs my conduct towards her, my manners, 
my language, nay, my very thoughts; but my own 
breaſt acquits me of the leaſt deviation from recti- 
tude, nor can I form a conjecture but the one you 
have before heard, that I once mentioned to her 
your determination of uniting me to another woman 
her extreme refinement of ſentiment rendered 
that a ſufficient motive for leaving me; no other 
reaſon can my imagination aſſign, for her preſence 
inſpired a veneration that impurity itſelf muſt have 
It. 
1 L. Land. And had you no confidence in the 
affection of a father? Was I ſo low in your eſtima- 
tion, that you believed I would have adhered to 
my wiſhes, even though * might ſtab the repoſe 
of my ſon? 
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Hen. No, Sir—I knew I owed my exiſtence to 
a more generous parent— but other ſenſations with- 
held me from throwing myſelf at your feet, reveal- 
ing the whole, and ſupplicating your approbation 
of my love I remembered, Sir, that I had reſcued 
her from murderous hands, that ſhe had long been 
under my protection, and that ſhe even then ſhared 
with me the allowance I received from my ſovereign 
as his ſoldier, and from my father as his ſon; I was 
therefore fearful of taking too great an advantage 
of her gratitude, by making a requeſt, when her 
anſwer might not be the diftate of uninfluenced 
love - truſted to time, to my aſfſiduities and to 
the ſincerity of my heart gradually to unfold an 
affeftion which I hoped had taken root in her 

L. Land. Where now can that poor girl be 
wandering ! | | 

Hen. I have cauſed the moſt diligent, and 
extenſive inquiries to be made — Alas ! they have 
been fruitleſs': my breaking heart tells me, my 
Virginia Harland hath funk under her afflictions. 

L. Land. Harland! ſaid you, was her name 
Harland? 8 

Hen. Harland, Sir 

L. Land. How many ancient ideas does that 
well remembered name revive ! — Harland was the 
name of an old ſchool-fellow of mine, and one who, 
among the fading traces of my juvenile friendſhips, 
ſtill retains in my memory the livelieſt impreſſion : 

| he 
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he refided in the ſame habitation, which the good 
Mrs. Winlove now inhabits; he was my rival 
Henry, for your mother's love, but being foiled ; 
he thirſted not for my blood, but ſhook me by the 
hand, the tears guſhing from his eyes, wiſhed me 
well, and croſſed the Atlantic, while youth yet 
bloomed upon his cheek, in queſt of eaſe— You 
tell me, he received his fate from the Indians. 

Hen. He did, Sir. 

L. Land. It cannot be my old friend—the 
mazes of human viciſſitudes would be wonderful 
beyond credibility if, after an abſence of thirty years, 
and at the diſtance of three thouſand miles his off- 
ſpring, and mine ſhould thus involve each other in 
affliction — hah, here is Lord Piermont 


Enter Lord PTERMONT. 


Well, my Lord, what ſport have you had? 

Pier. Sport for a god— Jupiter in all his ter- 
reſtrial rambles never ſtarted ſuch game 

Hen. A girl. 

Pier. A girl! — a nymph, a goddeſs, Venus 
herſelf, on ſome errand to this world, ſome errand 
to me I'll warrant— nothing leſs than a goddeſs 
could have given my brain ſuch a whirl—After 
dinner, my little angel is to meet me again, tol 
lol de rol, ay, and in a cloſe ſhady bower too that 
would be profaned by any ſounds but the ſoft 
murmurings of mutual love. | 


Enter 
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3 Enter SERV ANT. 


Servt. Dinner is on the table. 
L. Land. Very well; come walk in 
[ Exit ſervani. 
Hen. We will have ſome talk about this ruſtic 
beauty at dinner: the ſacrifice of an innocent 
country girl, would be no triumph to your gallantry, 
my friend. [ Exennt. 


EN p of the Second Acr. 
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ACT III. ad 


SCENE at Logp LAnDMORE's. 


Enter Lord LANDMORE and HENRY. 


L. Land. So, Lord Piermont 1s gone in purſuit 
of this country beauty? 

Hen. He is, Sir. 

L. Land. Methinks, Henry, your friend has a 
very inflammable conſtitution to be ſo ſuddenly 
kindled--- 

Hen. Truly, Sir, till now I never believed him 
to be ſuſceptible of a ſerious attachment; his whole 
life has been a burleſque upon the paſſion of love. 

L. Land. Young ſoldiers in love as well as in 
war, hector it moſt bravely, until the ſmart of a 
wound removes their ignorance of the dangers that 
ſurround them 

Hen. I know his ſoul to be ſuſceptible of the 
nobleſt impreſſions; but by ſome ſtrange contra- 
diction, apparent in his nature, I never ſpoke of 
love, but with triumphant laughter and ridicule he 
threw on me the epithet of a whiner. 

L. Land. Why truly his paſſion does not rein to 
be of the whining ſort - Did you not perceive while 
at dinner, the extravagant ſtarts and incoherencies of 
his geſtures, looks, and language - one while eat- 
ing fo rayenouſly, as if he had been deprived of 
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food ; then involved in ſeeming forgetfulneſs of 
what He was about: in one moment his ſoul was 
blazing in raptures through his eyes, and in the 
next ſmothered in a profound reverie, like the al- 
ternate flame and gloom of a half extinguiſhed con- 
flagration. 

Hen. I marked his agitations ; ; and my heart, 


in pity to the poor girl, in whoſe charms his fancy 
is ſo enwrapped, deprecated the ſtorm which 
threatens her innocence.---love and wine, cried he, 
as he was going and quaffing a brimmer of Bur- 
gundy---love and wine is the ſoul and body of 
pleaſure; and then, with a countenance proclaiming 
an enthuſiaſm of imagination, he ſqueezed my 
hand, and was in an inſtant borne from me on the 
Pinions of love. 


Enter SERVANT avith a Letter. 


Servt. A letter, my Lord. [ Exit ſervant. 

L. Land. With your permiſſion Henry (opening 
it) — Harland! ſigned Harland 

Hen. Sir 
I. Land. From Harland! this SEEN comes 
from Harland; I know the hand-writing though 
thirty years have elapſed —— 

Hen. Impoſſible ! 

L. Land, Read it to me, Henry, haſte, read it 

out — (gives it to bim). 


Hen. It is indeed ſigned Harland! Aſtoniſh- 
ment 


(Henry 
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| ( Henry reads.) = 
MY LORD, | b 

Time muſt have blotted from your memory the 
name of Harland; but fate ordains that it muſt be 
revived—1 found bat tranquillity beyond the ſeas 
which love and you denied me here; heaven in a 
diſtant land beſtowed upon me a woman, whoſe 
virtues bore reſemblance to thoſe of which you 
deprived me—ſhe, alas! too ſoon left me the ſolitary 
parent of an infant cherub, the pride, the joy, the 
comfort of my life—In the midſt of thoſe warring 
tumults, which ſpread deſolation o'er a land of hap- 
pineſs, I thought myſelf, with my dear girl ſecure 
in a lowly, diſtant, and ſecluded manſion, to which 
for ſhelter we retreated — But there the wild, the 
ſavage Indians broke in upon us, ſeparated me from 
all that I held moſt dear, and dragged me, bound, 
into their interior wilderneſſe —— 

Hen. I am ſtunned with amazement! ſtill alive! 
not maſſacred 

L. Land. Finiſh it without more interruption, 
I pray. 

( Henry reads) Some time I paſſed in unutterable 
woe, when, by the bleſſed interpoſition of providence, 
I made my eſcape---but the hardſhips I endured 
from thoſe untamed barbarians were light, com- 
pared to the anguiſh of my heart on finding that 
my daugther, that laſt prop of my exiſtence, had 
failed for England with a young officer—Rouſed 
from a ſtate of ſtupefaction, I recroſſed the ſeas and 
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once more viſited my native clime — In London, 
I had exhauſted every reſource of feeble old age, 
when my diſtreſſes reached their completion, I 
learned that a young lady from America had been 
living in a ſtate of unſanctified love, with Henry 
Valens be, alas! — the ſon of Lord Landmore! 
— ſhe, Virginia, the daughter of the wretched 


HARLAND. 


Hen. Accurſed rumours of malevolence! 


L. Land. Henry, liſten to me, I am your father; 
by all the reverence due to that character, by your 
regard to ſacred truth, once more I charge you, 
tell me—hath the daughter of Harland been diſ- 
honoured by you. 

Hen. O, Sir, the very doubt which your queſtion 
implies, diſtracts me — it were impoſſible that the 
imagination of a human being, however low it 
might be ſunk in the helliſh abyſms of wickedneſs, 
could in her preſence be warmed with a ſingle 
ſpark of impurity; her fair expanſe of beauty was 
illuminated with a conſtellation of virtues which 
would have awed a brute into devotion, and exalted 
as ſhe was by genuine nobility of ſoul, this I will 
ſay to ſatisfy you my father; that ſhe could not 
have been more above an unhallowed ſentiment, 
than I was to ſuggeſt it to her. 

L. Land. This is an infuſion of comfort to my 
ſoul—theſe conflicts of pain and pleaſure convulſe 
my mind — 1 muſt away, and in ſilence indulge 


every 
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every riſing thought, or the tumult will be greater 
than I can bear. [ Exit Lord Landmore, 

Hen. The parent of my loſt Virginia, wander- 
ing in queſt of a daughter, will find naught but woe 
— how ſhall I convince that unhappy man of the 
foul falſehood of this deteſtable report— Eternal 
Father! O that it had to thine infinite wiſdom 
ſeemed good, to have ordained ſome viſible teſti- 
mony of innocence, ſome indelible ſtamp of guilt ! 


for too oft doth villany range the world, under fair 


honour's countenance, unſuſpected, while meek 
unvindicated virtue bleeds under the ſtab of ca- 
lumny. [ Exit. 


SCENE changes to the Grove. 
Enter MIRA. 


Mir. He is not here - I bluſh at my own 
impatience—bleſs me, how my heart beats —lI 
thought it would have been quiet when I got here; 
but it thumps more violently than ever — Who 
can this charming fellow be— it muſt be Lord 
Landmore's fon, who is juſt arrived from London 
— there is not ſuch another in this neighbourhood, 
I am ſure—and if it be he—this palpitating heart 
pronounces moſt emphatically that I ſhall throw no 
obſtructions in the way of his Lordſhip's wiſhes — 
but I forget myſelf —1 am too punctual— twill 
never do to be caught here before him — J hear a 
ruſtling (runs and conceals herſelf ). 


E 2 | Enter 
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Enter Lord PIERMONT. 


L. Pier. Upon my life, this is delightful —the 
very air I breathe, the ground I tread on, every 
object around me ſeems to be ſacred — the fragrance 

of this grove is an incenſe worthy of heaven — 
Where now can the divine inhabitant of this earthly 
paradiſe be! —I ſuppoſe ſhe muſt be invoked — 
O! Goddefs, queen of love! or whatever other 
name you bear, who ſometimes deign'ſt to ſhed 
ambroſial odours around theſe charming groves ; 
hear the voice of thine humble ſuppliant, and illume 
his darkened ſoul with thy celeſtial preſence ! — 
there's an invocation now ! the devil himſelf muſt 
be in the Goddeſs that could reſiſt chat Not to be 


ſeen yet 
MIRA appears. - 


By the river Styx, there ſhe is (running up to ber) 
the promife of my Goddeſs is as ſacred as her ſweet 
il ——- | 
Mir. And her Goddeſship is not diſgraced by 
the devotion of her votary. 
1 L. Pier. What, my love, you over-heard me, 
8 did you? | 
Mir. Yes, and through compaſſion you fee I 
have deſcended to bleſs my humble ſuppliant with 
ambroſial odours, and to illume his darkened ſoul 
with my celeſtial preſence. (imitating bim) — ha, ha, 
ha, there, Sir, look at me; could you be faint 
enough to die a martyr for me ? 


L. Pier. 
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L. Pier. For you---I could die with you, my 
dear--- 

Mir. No, no, no, we divine creatures never die— 

L. Pier. Gads my life, what a change is here 
ſince the morning —(afide)— Well, now but, 
prithee, ſweet, be ſerious 

Mir. Would you have my mouth ſcrewed up 
like an Indian's idol? (twiſting ber mouth). 

L. Pier. Heavens, what lips! (friving to ”— 
her, ſbe puſhes him off ) 

Mir. What, after having this inſtant deified me; 
have you already the boldneſs to treat me as a 
mortal? Now indeed I muſt be ſerious---Sir, did 
you not give me your word to atternpt nothing un- 
becoming a gentleman ? 

L. Pier. Lovely creature, you had converted 
me into a ſaint, and I was only going to 3 
an act of adoration--- 

Mir. Which, as a gentleman, you would not have 
thought of- tis ſad to ſee the ſaint and the gentle- 
man ſo often at diſcord- Pray reſume the gentle- 
man, Sir 

L. Pier. I will, Madam. 

Mir. Now as ſuch what have you to ſay to me? 

L. Pier. That I am enraptured with you, and 
that I am aſtoniſhed to find in this ruſtic ſcene ſo 
much beauty, ornamenting ſo much good ſenſe--- 
My angel, are you not weary of a life ſo lonely? 
Does not ſomething in that heavenly boſom tell 
you that you were formed to move in a more ex- 
alted ſphere ? Thoſe angelic features! theſe faſci- 
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nating eyes! that enchanting air! this majeſtic 
ſhape ! all, all proclaim your title to diſtinction, and 
by mine honour tis treaſon againſt nature to bury 
them in obſcurity.—Oh let me be happily inſtru- 
mental in exhibiting to the world, charms of which 
it is yet ignorant, and at the fight of which it 
would burſt into a blaze of admiration.— This hum- 
ble garb, too, how unworthy is it of thoſe lovely 
limbs— fortune was at variance with nature when 
thou wert formed, and ſtrove to veil, under the 
maſk of indigence, beauties which eclipſe whatever 
I have beheld called beautiful—Your native charms, 
ſweet maid, enfolded in theſe lowly garments, are 
like ſtars that twinkle through the evening miſts, 
but if arrayed in elegance would, like the glorious 
luminary of the day, dazzle us with their ſplendour 
O] my adorable charmer! raiſe your thoughts 
above the ſervile drudgery. of your ſituation, fly 
this ruſtic abode, bleſs theſe arms that long to claſp 
you, and receive love and wealth unbounded in 
return, 

Mir. (afide) Such is the language that, alas ! 
too often leaves deluded woman to deplore her de- 
parted happineſs ! 

L. Pier. Celeſtial pow'rs, ſhe deliberates ! ſhe's 
mine ( aſide ) 

Mir. So, Sir, this is language a you addreſs 
as a gentleman, to me — an unaſpiring, artleſs maid, 
who am only bleſſed with content and conſcious 
innocence from theſe my native ſhades you would 
allure 
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allure me, and exalted by your imagination even 
into a being celeſtial, you would moſt unkindly 
hurl me from the heights of an heavenly angel, 
into the black and diſmal depths of a fallen one— 
When the ſeductive powers of eloquence are thus 
ignobly employed, be man enough, Sir, to acknow- 
ledge it, not the language of a gentleman— Sir, I 
bid you farewell 

L. Pier. Fair innocence yet ſtay 
ber ) 

Mir. I cannot 

L. Pier. | own I merit your juſt reproof—it 
| hath penetrated the inmoſt receſſes of my ſoul—1 
humbly aſk forgiveneſs (kneeling ) 

Mir. Dreſs not the vicious paſſions of your 
ſoul in the bleſſed raiment of humility and virtue 
—- Riſe, Sir — do not thus debaſe the name of man- 
hood 

L. Pier. By all the powers of pureſt love your 
fair image hath taken full poſſeſſion of the ſacred 
ſanctuary of my heart; it hath baniſhed every 
inordinate deſire, and my love is as ſpotleſs as the 
object that inſpires it O liſten to me, for every 
overflowing effuſion of my admiration ſprings from 
the unſullied fountain of honour —bleſs me with 


( detaining 


returning love, and the moſt holy ſolemnities ſhall 


devote my life to you, and ſanctify our union — 
Mir. Then am I happy! (aſide) — Riſe, Sir 
{be riſes ) ſuch language, and ſuch ſentiments 
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diſdain the aid of poſture Permit me to leave you 
for the preſent 


L. Pier. Leave me, Madam? 

Mir. If you pleaſe—to-morrow morning I will 
here meet you again. 

L. Pier. The interval will be moſt peinſol: let 
it be early — my deſigns are moſt honourable, my 
love unlimited 

Mir. Be it then early to-morrow morning — 
till then farewell — (aide) I am happy, too happy. 

I Erit Mira. 

L. Pier. Loſt, loſt, irretrievably loſt, by all 
that's too lovely to loſe — my very ſoul doats upon 
her—O! the devil, my brain is turned — wife! 

wife! — the very ſound ſtartles me - O the bitter 
' taunts that I ſhall endure—not a tea-table but will 
be triumphantly clattering forth the downfal of 
him who lived in defiance of the charms of the 
whole female race, not a newſpaper but will devote 
a column to the hiſtory of the fortunate country 
girl who exchanged the title of milk-maid for that 
of a _counteſs—milk-maid ! I forgot ſomething 
— Godzooks, I forgot to look at her hand — Oh, 
Madam, ſtop Madam (running out, calling after, 
and bringing her back) pray, Madam, pray pan 
my exceſſive rudeneſs 


Mir. What would you have, Sir? you alarm 
me 


L. Pier. One word more—— 
Mir. You ſurprize me; what would you ſay ? 
L. Pier. 
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L. Pier. Ma'm I, I, (afid:) what the deuce 
ſhall I ſay! — I, when I, that is when you left me, 
my beſt beloved; you, a, a, I mean I was in a 


ſtate of diſtraction - I could — that is I could not. 


have exiſted without ſome ſmall remnant, ſome 
ſweet emanation of that divine perſon — Permit me 
to warm this heart that will be chilled when thoſe 
eyes are turned from me, with a glove from that 
fair hand 

Mir. Is that the trifling occaſion of your call- 
ing me back with ſuch eagernets ? 

L. Pier. It ſhall be an inhabitant of this boſom, 
until I am again bleſs'd with your preſence— 

Mir. Well, Sir, you ſhall not be diſappointed ; 
you ſhall have a remnant of my divine perſon— 
here is my pocket handkerchief— 

L. Pier. O, no, no, a glove, I have ſet my 
heart upon a glove--- 


Mir. I muſt refuſe you---theſe gloves I had 


from a friend whom I value moſt highly. 

L. Pier. But ſhall we not meet again? — will 
guard it with a ſacred care, and it ſhall be the ſweet 
pledge of your punctuality 

Mir. To be ſure this is the oddeſt whim— 
well there e en take it—(reaches out her arm) you 
promiſe faithfully to return it. 


L. Pier. Moſt faithfully (kneeling, drawing off 


ber glove, looking eagerly at her hand and kiſſing it ) 
thank you, thank you, my adored —— 


Mir. 
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Mir. (afide) Graceful, winning impudence. 
1855 [ Exit Mira. 
L. Pier. Gods, what a hand! Ivory and ſap- 
phires by all that's lovely ! — this charming wood 
nymph hath monopolized every earthly beauty — 
Oh poor Piermont, thy fate is fixed— Yes —I 
ſwing and hang in chains at laſt! [ Exit. 


SCENE changes to Mrs. WinLovr's. 
Enter Mrs. WINLOVE and VIRGINIA. 


Virg. Indeed good Madam, you are too mueh 
affected with my ſorrows - pray let them be for- 
gotten— My griefs have inſenſibly ſunk into a pen- 
five melancholy, which will attend me to that much 
wiſhed for moment when I ſhall bid a final adieu to 
every ſublunary care—permit them no more to 
intrude upon your happineſs — Well, what do you 
think of Mira's adventure in the grove ? it wears 
almoſt an air of romance. 

. Mrs. Winl. It has given her an extraordinary 

ſprightlineſs — Oh, here ſhe comes again, and, by 

the gayety of her countenance, from another inter- 

view. 
Enter MIRA. | 

Virg. Well, my dear Mira, you bring with 
you the ſmiles of the ſpring — 

Mir. Matured in the ſunſhine of ſucceeding 
love---I have ſcen him again, and he is ten thou- 

ſand times more charming and delightful than ever. 
| Virg. 
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Virg. Oh, tis all over then---your heart is loſt, 

Mir. Loſt, my dear---no---'tis bartered, 'tis ex- 
changed---loſt ! what a gambling phraſe ! 

Virg. And may not that be properly ſtyled 
gambling, where the deareſt intereſts, peace, liberty, 
and life are ſtaked, and where both parties may 
eventually be the loſers ? 

Mir. My dear you look on the diſmal fide of 
every thing---you turn Cupid into a tiger, and 
man into a monſter---Men are not monſters, believe 
me, and if they were, nature has provided our ſex K 
with ſilken chains to lead them by the noſes, and ih 
make them dance to the muſic of theſe twinkling | : 
ſpheres, like Ruſſian bears to a bagpipe---If I had 14/ 
a ſavage for a huſband---Id, O, Id ; 

Virg. You'd be vaſtly violent, I ſuppoſe —— "0 

Mir. Ay---I'd, I'd---no, I would not be violent "2 
---I'd uſe gentle means. = 

Virg. Gentle means? 

Mir. Ves — l'd, I'd ſtarve him 

Virg. Very gentle indeed. 

Mir. Yes, ſtarve him — tis the beſt, and only 
way of taming wild beaſts I'd fituate him like 
Tantalus ; with dainties dangling at his lips, not to 
be taſted — I'd wheedle him, coax him, teaze him, 
pleaſe him, croſs him, ſmile on him, diſpoſe 
all my charms to the beſt advantage, until the 
growler would be ready to gulp me down with 
delight—but at a diftance ſhould he gaze with 
vexation and wonder at the perpetual ſmiles that 
ſhould 
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ſhould glitter in mere ſpite through all the miſts of 
his ill humours—In a little time he would find it 
no leſs his intereſt than his duty to be generous, 
in return for my generoſity, grateful for the truſt 
J had repoſed in him, and, in the end, I ſhould 
convert him into the moſt renowned of knight 
errants, by inſtructing him to ſubdue an unkind 
huſband —a monſter, more dreadful than the giants 
and dragons of chivalry 
Virg. I profeſs I cannot follow you in your 
vivacity — but pray let us know what has paſſed. 

Mir. You muſt know, my dear, that my knight 
of the grove has the ill manners not to take me 
for ſome ſequeſtered princeſs or enchanted maid — 
but really and truly believes me to be the davghter 
of ſome poor ruſtic —I can hardly forgive him — 
I have no doubt, Madam (to Mrs. Winlove ) but 
this is Lord Landmore's ſon Henry. 

Mrs. Winl. Tis very probable. 
Virg. (afide) Henry! The name rends my 
heart 

Mir. Lord Landmore told me himſelf that. he 
expected his arrival this day —he has been a 25 
time abroad —— 

Virg. Long time abroad! (aſide) 

Mir. Well, to be ſure, he is the moſt loving 
fellow I ever ſaw; he fell in love with the air, and 
the ground, and the trees — ay, and was ſmitten 
with ſuch an adoration of one of your gloves, that 
I believe 


THE FUGITIVES. 61 


T believe in my conſcience the man would have loſt 
his ſenſes, had I not given it to him. 

Virg. One of my gloves ? you amaze me! 

Mir. Yes, one of your gloves, which in my 
haſte I ſnatched from the table, inſtead of my 
OWN — 

Virg. I am ſorry you parted with it—you know 
thoſe gloves were the laſt dear preſent from him, 
whoſe memory my heart will for ever cheriſh. 

Mir. O, I ſhall get it again to-morrow — Yes, 
he would, poor fellow; he would have ſome ſweet 
emanation of my divine perſon. 

Virg. Why did he fix on a glove ? 

Mir. On my life, my dear, I believe it was 
only to get a kiſs of this fair hand. 

Virg. My heart is agitated with the ſtrangeſt 
bodings (afide)—I have a great deſire, my friend, 
to ſee this new admirer of yours. 

Mir. You ſeem affected, my dear— what is the 
matter ? has my levity offended you ? 

Virg. Forgive me, Mira, pray forgive me, 
for entreating your permiſſion to ſee him; my 
deareſt friend, do not deny me —— 

Mir. Well, you ſhall ſee him, and a more 
enchanting fellow you never ſaw 

Virg. To-morrow, hey? I can accompany you— 

Mir. No, my dear, not to-morrow; that is 
to be a moſt ſerious interview, I aſſure you—1 
tremble already with the thought of the ſtammer- 
ing match there will be between us — to-morrow 
our 
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our quavering duet is to be performed, and a third 
voice would ſpoil the whole—not to-morrow, I 
muſt put myſelf to the pain of refuſing (going) 
Virg. Stay, my deareſt Mira, ſtay — Let me, 
by the friendſhip you have profeſſed for me, entreat 
you to gratify my curioſity ; it never was ſo great 
on any occaſion before— Beſides, it will not inter- 
fere with the pleaſure you promiſe yourſelf of a 
mutual interchange of affection -I can go on a 
little before you to the grove, and the moment 1 
behold him, I will retire. | 
Mir. On my word, Virginia; you are ſo hand- 
ſome that I am afraid of truſting you- but my 
friendſhip for you renders it impoſſible to refuſe you 
any thing--- you ſhal] go----- we will go together 
in the morning. 
Virg. Thanks to you, my obliging friend. 


The joys of love to thoſe are only due, 
Whoſe breaſts can feel the force of r too. 1 


SCENE changes to Sir SAMUEL SUDDEN's, Mat- 


Enter Sir SAMUEL — looking at his Watch. 


Sir Sam. This has been the longeſt day I ha' 
ever lived---the ſhrivelled old dog time limps 


along as if he envied me my pretty little Lucrece 
— but at laſt 'tis almoſt twelve 


Enter LUCRECE, awith a Bundle. | 
Hey day, Lucrece, I thought thou hadſt long ago, 
been in thy bed | 
| N Lucr. 
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Lucr. O dear, Sir---the ſervants are not all 
gone to bed yet, and I was afraid your worſhip 
would be ſeen going into my chamber 

Sir Sam. If a legion of devils were to ſee me; 
I would not be diſappointed: I tell thee what, 
Lucrece, I can bear croſſes in the day-time--- 
but —— 

Lucr. Indeed, Sir, you ſhan't be croſſed 

Sir Sam. Shan't I? he, he, pleaſant rogue! 

Lucr. See here, Sir, in this bundle is a bed- 
gown and night-cap of mine; and you fee, Sir, 
you, muſt put them on before you go into my 
room, and if any of the ſervants ſhould happen to 
ſee your worſhip 

Sir Sam. Aye —— 

Lucr. They'll take your worſhip for me — 

Sir Sam. Ha, ha, ha, ſo they will, fo they 
will--- pretty creature, how chaſte and modeſt and 
cunning it is! 

Lucr. There, dear Sir, do go now, here, take the 
gown and cap, and be ſure to put them on 

Sir Sam. O ne&er heed me 

Lucr. I'll come to you exactly when the clock 
ſtrikes twelve; run, make haſte, tis juſt twelve 
now 

Sir Sam. T'm gone, I'm gone one kiſs —— 
(kiſſes ber) [ Exit Sir Samuel with the bundle. 

Lucr. (ſpitting and wiping her mouth) Naſty old 
fellow --- Now will I lock myſelf in my miſtreſs's 
chamber, and leave his worſhip and my poor Tobias; 

ſweet 
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ſweet couple, to make their midnight meeting as 
happy as they can. [ Exit. 


2 Hens to Tosras's Apartment. 
Enter TOBIAS with a Bundle. ' 


Tob. Aye, aye, let us truſt in Providence, and 
we ſhall always do well---Ah! deary me--- how 
many months have I been a poor forlorn lover--- 
how many times have I, on my bare knees, pray'd 
for my dear Lucrece! Aye, aye, conſtancy will be 
rewarded---Yes, I begin now to think the fair ſex 
are not ſuch ſtone-hearted creatures, as they try to 
make a body believe---they can't ſtand it---no, 
no ſweet little bundle! (kifing it) he, he, he 
Lucrece's night clothes! (opening it) who would 
have thought, I ſhould ever have come to this--- 
the bed-gown! (puts it on) he, he, he, Lu- 
crece's night-cap--- Come, come off you old ſtew- 
pan (daſhing down his wig and putting on the night- 
cap) - well, to be ſure, I believe I don't look 

dev liſh handſome - · but variety, they ſay, is ſo much 
in demand among the London bucks, that I don't 
doubt if I was a lady, I might have my day among 
them (clock firikes twelve) twelve o'clock, and 
now for my dear Lucrece. Exit. 
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SCENE changes to Luckece's Apartment. 
Sir SAMUEL i LUCRECE's Bed-Gown and Night-Cap. 


The clock has ſtruck twelve; ſhe can't be long 
hark --- what a curſed noiſe there is - hark 
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I hear her foot—I know her foot—ha, ha, ha, 
well done old Samuel, thou art the ſame man yet 


I could always tell a pretty girl's pit pat—hark 
Aye, there ſhe comes —huſh —ſh—ſh—ſh—— 


Enter TOBIAS, they foftly approach, groping for each other—they 


come into each other arms and embracte—— 


Sir Sam. Mercy on me Lucrece, my dear 
Lucrece what rough thing ha' J got hold on? 
Tob. O lord, O lord 
Sir Sam. O the devil, the devil, who is this? 
Job. Tis me, pleaſe your worſhip, tis me 
Sir Sam. O thou infernal dog, thou bitch, 
what doſt here? 
'Tob. I came, O lord, I came, a, a, Sir. 
Sir Sam. Came to the devil—a, a— Sir 
Tob. Yes, Sir, O lord, Yes, Sir —— 


Sir Sam. And thou ſhalt ſee him, Sir —Raſcal 


1 rruggling with him and beating him) villain, raſcal. 

Tob. Murder, murder, O lord, murder (after 
ſeuffting and tumbling about the ſtage, Tobias diſengages 
himſelf and runs off). 


Sir Sam. Scoundrel, dog, bitch — (running about 
in a paſſion) =O mercy on me, here are lights 


coming — what a ſituation am I in 


Enter SERVANTS with Lights. 


Servants, all, What's the matter, what's the 


Matter. | 
F | Sir 
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(Sir Samuel bolds down his head, they take him for 
Lucrece.) | 


Firſt Servant. Why, Lucrece, I heard a man's 
voice for ſartin. | 

Second Servant. You ſly gipſey, you have had a 
man in your chamber. 

Third Servant, Lord how tumbled ſhe looks — 

Fourth Servant. Aſham'd to ſhew your face, 
hey? I ſee how It is 

Firſt Servant. Not a word to ſay for yourſelf, 
that bell-clapper ſtops at laſt — here, Tummas, hold 
the candle, I'll make her ſpeak — ſhe always bel- 
low'd at a buſs like a young heifer (fruggles with 
Sir Samuel and kiſſes him). 
Second Servant. Tongue tied yet—T'll gi' the 

young jade a ſmack too— (ſtruggles with Sir Samuel 
and kiſſes him) — he, he, he, ſweet lips ! — 

Third Servant, Well, I'll have a bout with her 
too (kiſſes him). | 

Fourth Servant. Tcod, ſeeing as how ſhe takes it 
ſo kindly, ſuppoſe an we lock the door 

Servants. all. Ay, lock the door, lock the door. 

Sir Sam. Mercy on me, I am half ſuffocated; 
what will become o'me. (aſide) 

Servants go to lock the door, Sir Samuel flamps 
with his foot, makes a hideous face, and ſtruis up 
towards them. | 

Servants, all. Lord'a' mercy — what is it. 
Firſt Servant. T'ant Lucrece—the devil, the 
devil himſelf for ſure 


Servants 
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Servants, all. Oh lord, oh lord. 
[ Exeunt running, and halloving. 
Sir Sam. A pretty pickle I'm in—buſs'd half 
to death by mine own men ſervants—damn the 
coachman, what a gripe he gave me, my face is all 
in a flame—O that little ſhe devil, what a trick 
has ſhe played me—the little viper! T ſhall go 
frantic with rage—but T muſt ſteal off to my own 
chamber — Good lord what ha' I come to 
| [ Exit. 


"oy of the TyiRD Acr. 
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er. 


SCENE at Lord LAN DMORE's—in L. PRRMON T's 
Apartment. 


Enter HENRY and a Servant, meeting. 


Hen. WHERE is Lord Piermont ? 

Servt. He is gone out, Sir. 

Hen. So early this morning !— Leave me, I'll 
wait his return. IErit ſervant. 
The lively company of my friend Piermont had 
become really eſſential to my exiſtence, and I much 
lament this piece of paſtoral gallantry, which ſeems 
ſo ſeriouſly to affect him. —*Till now, every ſymp- 
tom of that paſſion to whoſe omnipotent ſway the 


animated world ſubmits, drew from him a ſneer 


of contemptuous apathy, which might have be- 
trayed an honeſt lover into a bluſh for feelings that 
ennoble human nature; and, ſtrange to be told, 
laſt night did I behold this long triumphant ſcorner 
ſunk into the ſolemnity of a ſentimental lover — he 
would talk, yes, and with wondrous gravity too, 
of the ſacred union formed by love between differ- 
ent ſouls, and for the firſt time he would with ten- 
derneſs and ſympathy diſcourſe of my beloved, my 
loſt Virginia — Yes, of thee, O Virginia! to whoſe 
memory, whether thou art now a ſeraph of heaven, 
or 


THE FUGITIVES. 69 


or ſtill continueſt on earth a perfect example of the 
_ exalted heights to which feminine virtue can aſcend, 
I ſacrifice every alleviation of human wretchedneſs 
I am dead to the world; dead to every ſenſe of 
pleaſure, but that which ariſes from being ſu- 
premely- miſerable on thy account 


* 


Enter Lord PIERMONT. 


My friend I have been waiting your return. 
L. Pier. You would deſerve pity, if, inſtead of 
me you had been waiting for ſome favourite damſel. 
Hen. Your ideas have ſtrangely varied of late. [4 
L. Pier. They have indeed— Never, until I 4 


ſaw this ſequeſtered beauty, knew I, how agitating . 
. . . k 

is the interval between the parting from and meet- '1 
ing again the woman we love. 4 


Hen. Then the rural nymph is ſtill a tenant of 1 
your fancy. 1 
L. Pier. She is the tenant of my heart; and there 
will ſhe live while the habitation endures. 1 
Hen. And can you deliberately reſolve to de- 

ſtroy the peace of an innocent girl? 
L. Pier. No, Henry, my life ſhall be devoted 
to the preſervation of it. —I love her — and humble 
as is the ſituation in which fortune hath placed her, 
I love her with honour. 
Hen. You ſurprize me 
L. Pier, Two ſhort interviews have indiſſolubly 
united my foul hers. 


F 3 | Hen 
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Hen. How am I penetrated with this noble, 
this honeſt confeſſion ! —— 

(Lord Piermont, in taking his handkerchief from 
his pocket, drops the glove he received from 
Mira ; Henry takes it up.) 

You have dropped ſomething. 

L. Pier. Oh, tis the pledge I uren hm 
my fair enchantreſs, of her meeting me this morn- 
ing, 

Hen. Good heavens! what is this I ſee it 
cannot be—and yet by all the ſacred powers it is 

L. Pier. What is the matter, Henry? 

Hen. The very net-work—the colour — the 
curiouſly ornamented exterior, — O let me fee ſtill 
farther, I may be deceived (turning the inſide out) — 
Gracious God, the initials of her bleſſed name ! 

L. Pier. I am aſtoniſhed, 

Hen. I am diſtracted with millions of ſtarting 

ſuggeſtions, —— 

I. Pier. What diſcompoſes you, my friend? 
Hen. (violently) Whence came this glove, Sir? 

L. Pier. That authoritative tone ill becomes 
you to uſe, or me to hear—but I'll anſwer you 
with a different tone. 

Hen. Do then, O do, and calm theſe violent 
guſts of apprehenſion. | 


L. Pier. That glove I received from the beau- 
tiful woman, whom I have been fo happy as to 
meet in the grove—I drew it from her fair arm 
when laſt we parted, 


Hen, 
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Hen. Fair arm, ſay you? Was it not whiter 
and ſofter than the ſnowy down that falls from 
heaven ? | 

L. Pier. Yes, my friend, far, far why are you 
ſo diſturbed ? | 

Hen, Was there not a ſweet confuſion of beauty, 
grace and love mingled in every motion ? 

L. Pier. There was 

Hen. Did not a blaze of divinity iſſue from her 
eyes? 

L. Pier. Yes — 

Hen. Was not angel written in every feature? 

L. Pier. Even ſo; but wherefore theſe unuſual 
tranſports of paſſion ? ; 

Hen. Oh! did not your foul quake within you 
when you approached her. 

L. Pier. Yes, wich tumults of rapture and 
delight. 

Hen. Tis ſhe; FO very ſame! O Virginia, 
Virginia ! — My Lord, fortify yourſelf againſt 
daggers, againſt poiſons ; yes, againſt hell flames— 
this glove contains them all. 

L. Pier. I am in amazement ! 

Hen. This little glove is about to unfold a ſcene 
of horror ! 

L. Pier. Speak and relieve me. 2 

Hen. The pair of gloves, of which this is one, 
I gave to my long loſt Virginia but the day before 
ſhe forſook me -I remember it well—their curi- 
ous and ſingular appearance caught my eye as 1 

| F 4 | paſſed 
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paſſed the ſhop ; I carried them home to her, and 
in a bleſſed hour, while 1 fat fondly gazing on 
her charms, ſhe, with her needle, wrought and 
inwreathed the initials of her name as you ſee them 
here, | 

I. Pier. Moſt ſtrange !—but it cannot be, no, 
tis impoſſible it can be ſhe from whom I received 
it! 


Hen. O, Virginia! have you thus diſdained my 
love! thus ſacrificed me to another! Yes, tis too 
plain, 'twas from her you received i. 

I. Pier. My life and foul I ſtake that it was 
not; a thouſand accidents might have brought 
that glove into another's hand 

Hen. It might O, it might, thank you, my 
friend, ſo it might -a gleam.,from heaven but 
how parted ſhe from it? 44- 

L. Pier. Relunctantly, and ſaid ſhe had them 
of a friend whom ſhe valued moſt highly. 

Hen. O! did ſhe ſay ſhe valued me---O no, 
no, ſhe fled from me, wer herſelf i into poverty 
and diſtreſs to avoid me. 1 

L. Pier. Why will you convulfe yourſelf with 
groundleſs ſurmiſes? Tis not your Virginia--- 
do not raiſe ſuch tempeſts in your brain---My fal- 
vation on it, 'tis not your Virginia---nay your own 

eyes ſhall convince you. 

Hen, My own eyes! where, how, when? 
L. Pier. This minute am I going to the retired 
fpot, where the object of my ſoul's affections pro- 
miſed 


THE FUGITIVES. 73 
miſed to meet me, early this morning---you ſhall 
ACCOMPANY me 

Hen. Shall I, and ſhall I again behold my 
Virginia! and yet, O yet, for worlds I would not 
ſee her there---O this breaſt, this breaſt, *tis 
wrenched on the rack of dreadful ſuſpenſe. 

L. Pier. Your imagination runs wild, my friend 
---you will ſoon be convinced of your error.--- 
Come tis time to go even now. 

Hen. Now? O, I am ſick, fick with appre- 
henſions, but I will attend you. 


L. Pier. Compoſe theſe violent emotions- we 
ſhall be there inſtantly. 


[ Exeunt, Henry leaning on Piermont's arm. 


SCENE changes to Sir SAMUEL Suppkx's. 
Enter LUCRECE. 


Lucr. Well, to be ſure, I made ſad work in 
the houſe laſt night---I can hear of nothing this 
morning among the ſervants but ghoſts, devils 
and hobgoblins---I wou'dn't for all the world be 
caught in the old bear's clutches again---I can be 
obedient to my miſtreſs no longer---I muſt quit 
the houſe, and there's an end on't. Poor Tobias 
has gone off, in a terrible pet, I ſuppoſe, at his 
entertainment laſt night. Poor fellow, I almoſt 
expect to hear he hath acted a tender lover's part--- 
hanged himſelf---gads my life, I ſhould like of all 
things to catch him in the fact of taking a ſwing, *' 
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and I to come juſt in the nick of time to cut him 
down---what a charming teſt it would be of a 
man's ſincerity !---for ſuch a man, all my life long, 
my arms ſhould” be his halter---Well, I muſt away 
to my miſtreſs, or his worſhip will certainly have 
another lug at my ears. [ Exit. 


SCENE changes to the Grove. 
Enter VIRGINIA and MIRA. 


Mir. On my life I covld ſcarcely believe that 
my ſenſible, my grave Virginia, could have been 
ſo much under the influence of that feminine folly, 
curioſity. 

Virg. Female gravity, my dear Mira, hath fre- 
quently the reputation of virtues it does not poſſeſs, 
while the daughters of laughter have the imputation 
of vices, at which they would ſhudder. 

Mir. No reflections upon yourſelf — I ſhall cer- 
tainly reſent an injury to my deareſt friend. --- Curi- 
oſity is but ſometimes a folly, tis oftener a ſymp- 
tom of a mind ative after intelligence. 

Virg. Ah, my dear, of what fort of intelli- 
gence am I now in purſuit ? 

Mir. Why truly; a man being in the caſe, I 
cannot compliment i it with the title of wiſdom, —. 

Virg. Tis a woman's, a very woman's curio- 


Mir. And therefore irreſiſtible, --- Well, it will 
very ſhortly be gratified ---'tis near the time for my 


Adonis to make his appearance --- 
| | Virg. 
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Virg. Is it? (faltering) 


Mir. ls it, (immitating ber) you quaver, my 
dear : 

Virg. Quaver truly, if this be the effect of curi- 
oſity I never before had an idea of it my heart 
beats, my ſoul is agitated, a ſtrange tremor is per- 
vading my whole frame, and I feel, I know not 
what, of dread within me, which would draw me 
hence, and yet ſome reſiſtleſs ſpirit urges me on. 

Mir. Pſhaw— theſe are the fumes of a romantic 
imagination— You could not be more affected, if 
you were going to meet your own inſtead of the 
lover of your friend. Come, muſter up your cou- 
rage—[']l leave you here, and when you have ſeen 
him, you will find me in the honeyſuckle arbour. 

Virg. No, dear Mira, you muſt not leave me 
yet—T'll to the arbour with you; and there raiſe 
my timid ſpirits to as much reſolution as poſſible 
then I'll return here. i 

Mir. It ſhall be as you pleaſe - come. —— 

[ Exeunt. 


Enter Lord PIERMONT and HENRY. 


Hen. And did you not ſay, ſhe liſtened to you? 
L. Pier. Indeed I hope ſhe did 
Hen. And converſed with you ? 
L. Pier. Yes. 
Hen. Well, well, what then 
25 T. Pier. 
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L. Pier. Touched, for the firſt time, by the 
magic of virtue, I declared to her the purity of my 
attachment. 

Hen. And gave ſhe an anſwer ? 

L. Pier. The moſt favourable a lover could 
receive, or a maiden give—an expreſſion of yield- 
ing ſenſibility in her eyes. 

Hen. O, my Virginia, is it thus you have for- 
ſaken the tendereſt and moſt affectionate lover that 
ever breathed the ſigh of paſſion ? 

L. Pier. I repeat it again; this is not, cannot 
be your Virginia—her accents had the gay fin- 
cerity of happy innocence in them, which art 
could not have aſſumed — compoſe, then, -thoſe 
turbulent whirlwinds of your fancy — you will ſoon 
diſcover your miſtake. 

Hen. Heaven grant that I may, for the loſs of 
my angel herſelf, though it hath devoted me to all 
the tortures which the human mind can bear, 
would be light, compared to the miſery of ſeeing 
her affections transferred to another. — 

I. Pier. Baniſh your apprehenſions —here, take 
this glove, the trifling author of them. — Shew it 
to her, tell her from whom you had it, and ſhe 
will clear up this affair to you. — My preſence may 
be a reſtraint: to you both — ] will therefore wait 
your return at the path that leads into the grove: 
and I will then lay myſelf, my fortune, and my 
title at the feet of that angelic creature (going, 
Henry ſtops bim) 

Hen. You muſt ſtay with me. 


L. Pier. 


® 
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L. Pier. Henry, I cannot — that glove may 
unveil to you ſome melancholy circumſtances re- 
lating to your Virginia, to which I am already too 
much depreſſed to be a witneſs. _—— | 

Hen. It may, it may — She muſt, ere this, 
have mingled with congenial ſpirits in the realms 
of reſt, or this glove never could have been in 
| another's poſſeſſion. 

L. Pier. And I ſhould be but ill prepared for 
the reception of pleaſure, after having been a ſpec- 
tator of my friend's affliction — you muſt therefore 
be content to remain here alone, to relieve your 
mind from its ſwell of uncertainty. — This is the 
place where ſhe promiſed to meet me—you will 
ſoon behold her —I feel much for you — Heaven 
befriend you. | [ Exit Lord Piermont. 

Hen. Jam petrified Virginia, for- 
get me !— No, no, no, tis all a hideous phantom 
of this diſordered brain—Did not a heavenly be- 
nignity ſeem to ſwell in her boſom, and gliſten 
from her eyes whenever I approached her? Did 

not the affecting and refined reſtraints which her 
- Intereſting beauties inſpired, ſeem to tinge her ele- 
gant complacencies with ſomething more than or- 
dinary partiality for me? And whenever I was 
detained longer than uſual from her preſence, by 
my fears of intruding too often upon her tranquil 
moments of meditation, did ſhe not again receive 
me with a touching, and an upbraiding languor 
that proclaimed the tendereſt emotions of the heart? 

| Yet, 


. 
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Yet, alas! I might be deceived—ſhe perhaps be- 
held me only as her deliverer, her brother, her 
friend. Yes, O yes, it was gratitude all 1 thought 
it had been love —wretch that I am. 0 reclines 
N aul a tree) 


” Eater VIRGINIA — wet perceived by him. 


Virg. I can ſcarce ſupport myſelf; — would it 
were over Good heavens ! there he is! — his per- 
ſon, too, a reſemblance of Henry's. Strengthen, 
O ye miniſtering angels! ſtrengthea me, or I ſink. 
O that I could behold his countenance---One look 
would terminate theſe dreadful doubts, 

Hen. This glove! this glove !---my brain is in 
a conyulſion---the ſtings of ſcorpions would be ſweet, 
to this bitter, this excruciating ſuſpenſe would 
ſhe were come. 

( He turns round, they ſtart, are ſhocked and view 
each other with diſtracted looks---ſhe recovers 
berſelf, ſbriets and runs out with precipitation; 
be falls on his knee.) 

'Tis ſhe---'tis my Virginia---O earth ſwallow me 
in your loweſt depths---'tis my Virginia! and ſhe 
flies from me !--- Heavens burſt your lightning 
upon me---O death! death! how, where, ſhall I 
find deſtruftion---how calm diſtraction- this hand 
---this hand---thou bleſſed harbinger of relief! 
kind meſſenger of comfort to the comfortleſs ! thou, 
yes, thou ſhalt open to my diſtracted ſoul a paſ- 
ſage to eternity---for the miſery of hell compared 

to 
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to mine is bliſs (be riſes) -O Virginia, how 1 
loved thee ! (weeps )--- my heart grew to thine 
thou wert all goodneſs, tenderneſs and love---theſe 
were the bands which bound in ſweeteſt fellowſhip 
my happineſs and my life---they are burſt for ever, 
and the world to me is a dreary waſte of ſorrow 
and deſpair---a little eaſe to theſe rortures---death, 
diſſolution, ſpeedy diſſolution, my ſoul pants for it; 
I'll enjoy it yes, tis comfort--- yet why --- why 
ſhould this hand be damn'd with the horrid deed ? 
---Piermont !---'tis fixed yes, Piermont hath de- 
prived me of heaven's beſt gift, and his own hand 
ſhall ſpill my heart's blood as a peace-offering to 
his acquiſition. [ Exit. 


SCENE changes to Mrs. WixLoves 


VIRGINIA on a fefa, in a State of Injſen/ibility, MIRA and 
Mrs. WINLOVE ide her. 


Mrs Winl, My dear Mira, I am diſtreſſed be- 
yond utterance --- under what new affliction can this 
child of misfortune now be ſunk. ' 

Mir. Madam, I am ignorant—you know ſhe 
expreſſed a deſire to ſee the gentleman whom I have 
met in the grove—we ſet off together (ſee, her 
convulſions have not yet ſubſided) and while ſhe 
went to ſatisfy an unaccountable curioſity I waited 
her return— ſcarce was I ſeated, when a piercing 
ſhriek re-echoed through the grove; and while 
I was ſhuddering with amazement, ſhe ran by, 

oy not 
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not looking for me, with diſordered wildnefs 
in her looks, and ſcreaming in a manner that 
chilled me with horror. —I purſued, calling in vain 
for her to ſtop; nor could I overtake her until ſhe 
dropped ſenſeleſs at the door. 

Mrs. Winl. Strange 

Mir. But ſee ſhe revives—— 

Mrs. Winl. She does—dear Virginia; be not 
alarmed — you are with your friends — — 

Virg. O my foſter parent !—gentleſt cheriſher 
of a plant blaſted with forrow— how much pain 
and anxiety have I coſt you! (looks wildly at 
Mira) O my brain, heaven preſerve my brain. 
Mrs. Winl. What can have diſturb'd you ſo ? 
Mir. Pray my dear Virginia do not terrify me 


in this manner; forget not our friendſhip, nothing 


can tear you from my heart. 

Virg. O Henry, Henry (weeping and riſing from 
the ſofa ) 

Mir. What can this mean? 

Virg. Hath your love for me thus expired? 
Are all thoſe ſuppreſſed raptures which once beam'd 
from your countenance, which I thought ſanctified 
by heaven, and which muſt have withered in my 
abſence, now budding forth- in the ſunſhine of 
newer beauties ? - One ſhort view of him who once 
brought pleaſure to my ſoul, hath ſet every internal 
wheel of torture in motion. O, Henry, I might 
have borne your loſs when obedience to your fa- 
ther's will taught me to ſuſtain it but thus to be 

abandoned 
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abandoned! Oh !--- for ſuch a ſhock my ſoul was 
unprepared, ------= (weeps) 

Mir. What Henry? I am bewildered i in dread- 
ful amazement. 

Mrs. Winl. I beſeech you end this painful 
ſuſpenſe. 

Mir. What Henry? I conjure you ſpeak 

Virg. He who ſoothed even baniſhment from 
my native ſoil, who endeared that to which I was 
a ſtranger — he who alleviated my pangs on a pa- 
rent's death he in whoſe breaſt was centered all 
human worth --- he who alone could have filled my 
now burſting heart, with an affect ion that eternity 
could not terminate — Henry Valens 

Mir. Henry Valens! Gracious heavens, what 
a ſcene opens before me—— 

Mrs. Winl, Lord Landmore's ſon! 

Mir. Eternal powers! Is it poſlible ! 

Virg. But O Mira! my dear friend, your hap- 
pineſs ſhall never be obſtructed by Virginia — No, it 
ſhall not ( Kueels) J here proſtrate myſelf at the 
feet of the ſacred poſſeſſor of all that heaven could 
make valuable to me in this world; Henry's, I once 
alas ! believed, my Henry's love. 
Mir. You diſtreſs me beyond my nature's 
ſtrength, riſe, I pray (raiſes her). 
 Virg. He is worthy thee, thou of him—no 
blemiſh could ever tinge his noble ſoul, but that 
which a woman, ſinking under the influence of all 
ſubduing love, would call unfaithfulneſs— Your 
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| beauties may have waſhed away the ſtain, and I fall 
a willing ſacrifice to your mutual happineſs 
Mir. I am thunderſtruck !--- he whom you ſaw 
in the grove---is he the man who reſcued you from 
barbarian hands, extended to you his molt generous 
protection, and cheriſhed you, fatherleſs and friend- 
leſs, with a noble and an honourable tenderneſs ? 

Virg. The ſame indeed 

Mir. And is he not the man too, who hath 
with inſidious gentleneſs, with the artful treachery 
of ſeeming reſpect and diffidence, ſecretly under- 
mined your tranquillity, by turning your gratitude 
as the deadlieſt weapon againſt your heart, over 
which, it now appears his pride and not his love 
prompted him to triumph ? 

Virg. Do not traduce ſuch a ſoul as his 

Mir. Is he not the man whoſe conduct, whoſe . 
expreſſions, whoſe every action drew you into a 
belief that his very exiſtence was united to yours by 


the firmeſt bands of love? — and is it not the ſame 


man too who hath melted into the moſt paſſionate 
exclamations of affection at my feet? — Heavens! 
how can ye ſuffer perfidy thus to aſſume the air, 
the garb, the undiſtinguiſhable ſemblance of truth ! 
how pour forth the accents of virtuous ſincerity as 
he has done? — Know, my Virginia, know that 
Mira herſelf, yes that I, who feel at this inſtant my 
heart united to thine by the tendereſt ties of friend- 
ſhip, am the very woman whom Lord Landmore 


the father of Henry Valens, had fixed on as the 


wife of his ſon ! Virg. 
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Virg. Strange and moſt wonderful involution of 


events ! | 5 

Mir. But though this ſon hath involved my 
ſoul in the moſt fervent affection for him, though 
in tearing his image from this tortured breaſt, I 
ſink under the conflict. I abjure him for ever, 
yes witneſs heaven, for ever. 

Virg. Mira, moſt worthy the name of friend, 
this reſolution muſt be recalled, or it will again 
throw me into the tumultuous ſtorms of diſquiet, — 
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I can now reconcile an almoſt exhauſted heart to the 4 
ſtroke, ſince heaven hath evidenced its will that a e \ 
parent's commands ſhould be obeyed, by having 1 
adapted to them the affections of the ſon—1I entreat 4 
you, by our friendſhip I implore you, permit me 1 
now to reſt in the unagitating languor of ſettled a 
dejeftion—Next to the mercy of heaven, this beſt 1 
of women ( Mrs. Winlove) one of its bleſſed agents 4 
upon earth hath contributed to ſoothe the exceſs of 4 
my ſorrows, and in this peaceful vale my paſſions 3 
had begun to ſlumber in the cradle of repoſe—0 3 


then do not again awake them to agony—Be united & 
to the only man that can be deſerving of you ; and id 
when the virtues of you both have beſtowed on you 
all earthly happineſs, forget not to drop one tear to 
the memory of her, who from this moment weds 
hecſelf to futurity.— 

Mir. Were I Virginia only to ſeek my own 
happineſs, regardleſs of thine, yet would I adhere * 
to my reſolution, for he whoſe affections veer with 
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every varying face, can make no woman perma- 
nently happy — But ſhall it be ſaid that women, 
called angels of the creation, if unhappily their love 
centers in the ſame object, can become fiends to 
each other? Deteſted be the abject, the ignominious 
ſpirit that is ſo baſely actuated. 

Virg. Then muſt I, dear Mrs. Winlove, fly from 
your maternal protection and throw myſelf once 
more upon that wide waſte, the world 

Mrs. Winl. Dear good ladies, do not thus 
afflict each other — defer this friendly conteſt for a 
while, that we may meditate on this extraordinary 
event, and there is no doubt but the hand of provi- 
dence will direct us to what will eventually be the 
beſt — come, let us retire—lean on my arm, my 
Virginia 

Mir. I'Il follow. | 
[ Exeunt Mrs. Winlove and Virginia. 
No deliberation for me, it chills the firſt warm im- 
pulſes of an honeſt heart. I'll fly to Lord Land- 
more this inſtant, and picture to him this cruel 
and unfaithful fon of his--- he is truly a nobleman, 
he has the feelings of a man (knocking at the door ) 
who can this be? (opens the door) 


Enter LUCRECE. 
Bleſs me, Lucrece, is this you? have you juſt 
dropped from heaven? 
Lucr. Good lord, no, I believe I have juſt 
come from t'other place where I left your honoured 


papa. 


Mir. 
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Mir. I will not ſuffer you to ſpeak fo diſreſpect- 
fully---tell me what brought you here---you know 
I charged you to remain at home until * father 
was reconciled to me. | 
Lucr. That's very true, Ma'm—but Sir Sa- 
muel is going on at ſuch a rate—why there won't 
be a ſoul in the houſe but himſelf — would you be- 
lieve it, Ma'm; fince you come away he has ſworn 
poor Tobias into petticoats; and I don't know 
what I might have by and by ſworn to him, if 1 
had ſtayed there any longer. 
Mir. What do you mean ? 


Lucr. But I've matched him, I warrant — why 


Ma'm he found out a new way of being a virtuous 
man, and ſaid I muſt make him ſo—and he looked 
ſo loving, and was ſo near ſwearing, that it was 
more than my life was worth to ſay no— but 

Mir. You are the ſtrangeſt creature ! 

Lucr. But to come to the point—I do think 
I have got the wicked old devil -I beg pardon --- 
your papa under my thumb —— 

Mir. What now? 


Lucr. You muſt know, that ſince you left us, 


he has been battering upon me ſo violently, that I 
could fight no longer,' and laſt night at twelve 
o'clock, theſe maiden charms were to be ſurren- 
dered to him --- but, ha, ha, ha, at the time and 


place appointed, I contrived to convey Tobias, 


looſely arrayed in my virgin attire plump into the 


old gentleman's arms, ha, ha, ha. 
(x 3 Mir. 
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| Mir. What impudence ! 

Lucr. And I do think that the ridiculous ill 
ſucceſs of an old man's amours, would ſhame him 
into the purchaſe of their ſecrecy at any price---ſo 
you ſee I ſhall have him under my thumb — 

Mir. Well, I know not which ſurprizes mo 
moſt, your effrontery or your ingenuity; however, 
I am glad you have come, I want to ſend you to 
Lord Landmore's ; I'll write: a letter to his Lord- 
ſhip inſtead of going myſelf---a letter to him I am 
ſure will be effectual, for his whole life has been 
an example to prove that the beſt ſhield which the 
oppreſſed can find from the ſtrokes of misfortune, 
are the efforts of a truly good man. 


Exeunt. 


Exp of the Foukrk Acr. 
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A C T.. V. 
SCENE at Lord LANDMoRR“s. 


Enter Lord PIERMONT. 


L. Pier. Maexcirur heaven! to what ex- 
tremes of torture hath my firſt ſubmiſſion to the 
dominion of love deyoted me.---O woman ! wo- 
man ! till now I had eſcaped the power of thoſe 
charms, which, like treacherous whirlpools, draw 
the unwary into the unbottomed abyſms of diſ- 
traction. Till now, my paſſions ſweetly glided on 
the varied ſurface of pleaſure, ſpread their fails to 
receive the gales of convivial-delights, catched at 
the genial breath of friendſhip, and played with 
fleeting zephyrs fanned by the laughing loves: but 
what a tempeſt hath beauty in one day hurled into 
my breaſt! In what a ſcene of diſtreſs too is my 
friend Valens involved! Is it not wonderful, that 
the woman, who alone could have given comfort 
to his ſoul, or value to his exiſtence, ſhould, by 
a cruel decree of fate, be the very woman who, of 
all the world, could have taught this heart to love! 
Unhappy concurrence of events! dreadful coinci- 
dence of affeftion ! better it were that theſe eyes, 
through which the poiſon of her charms hath pene- 
trated to my ſoul, had been for ever cloſed in dark- 
neſs—Valens, Valens! what muſt have been the 
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emotions that could urge you with ſuch vehemence 
to ſeek my life l- three times hath he graſped his 
ſword, and thrown upon me ſuch foul opprobrious 
language, as would have lifted meekneſs itſelf to 
reſentment —— Here he comes again, wildneſs in 
every feature 


Enter HENRY. 
Well, Sir, ſtill prowling for your prey? 
Hen. Diſtraction and fury ſeize upon you —— 
L. Pier. Pſhaw, theſe are the ungovernable 
ſtarts of paſſion, 

Hen. Paſſion---damnation---have you not robbed 
me, plundered me of the very eſſence of wy life, 
of my life itſelf, of my very ſoul | 

L. Pier. Moderate your rage your ſenſes are 
diſordered - how could you be robbed, how plun- 
dered of that to which you had no title but what 
your vain imagination imparted? Did ſhe ever give 
you dominion over her affections? What deſpo- 
tiſm is this; you would hold over that which riſes 
above all reſtraint ? 

Hen. (afide) He will reaſon me from my pur- 
poſe. — 0 

L. Pier. Hath ſhe ever pledged her foul to 
thine? no: well thou know'ſt ſhe hath not; and 
till that 1s expreſsly and unequivocally done, what 
does the preſumption of that man deſerve, who 
dares to violate the laws of God, and man, in 


aſſerting an unfounded claim to thoſe affections, 


which a woman hath a right from nature to diſ- 
poſe 
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poſe of as ſhe pleaſes? --- Hath ſhe encouraged you? 
hath ſhe ever flattered your hopes? hath ſhe not 
deſerted you? Your own tale gives me an anſwer. 
Had ſhe even in thoſe moments, when love was 
yet a ſtranger to her boſom, when her gratitude 
might have been miſtaken for it; had ſhe even then 
conferred upon you the title of an expecting lover; 
I would even now that my love for her is ferment- 
ing in my imagination, and my brain boiling with 
giddy torment; I would even for this but ſeeming 
unfaithfulneſs, caſt upon her the reproach of an 
unworthy woman 

Hen. Unworthy woman !—O my Virginia! in 
thy divine perſon an angel's ſoftneſs mingled with 
the virgin's ſweetneſs, truth dwelt upon thy lips, 
and in thine heavenly boſom there exiſted a noble 
emulation between all the female virtues, which 
ſhould ſhine with ſuperior luſtre—but—oh! — 
theſe were phantoms all— they were miſts which 
concealed the woman; the veil is fallen, and all the 
woman glares upon me. 

L. Pier. By heavens ſhe is an angel! 

Hen. She was, ſhe was until you baſely tam- 
pered with her — (afide) Rouſe my ſoul and ſeize 
this laſt awful reſource— My lord, 'tis your own 
vile corruption that hath tainted the ſpotleſs white- 
neſs of her ſoul, and I tell you — that—you are a 
villain. (laying bis hand on his ſword) 

L. Pier. Villain, Henry! 1 a villain! 


Hen. 
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Hen. (afide) My heart revolts at the expreſſion 
— Yes, villain —draw, Sir (aſide) By heavens I'll 
force him to it— Defend yourſelf — (draws) 

L. Pier. (drawing) I am prepared, Sir, — ſoon 
ſhall you know how little you deſerved the name of 
my friend 

Hen. Thank heaven, he is provoked at laſt, 
and I die a willing martyr to my love (afide) — 
Now, Sir, eternity opens its doors to one of us 

( Henry aſſails with ſeeming violence, makes feint 
paſſes at Lord Piermout ; then leaves his breaſt 
unguarded to receive his thruſt — Lord Plermont 

only defends himſelf.) 
Hen. The conteſt is unequal—thou art a coward, 
a very coward—haye at your heart. 

( Henry pretends violence as before; ſtrives to die by 
Lord Piermont's hand; at length becoming im- 
patient, extends his arms, and in an agony cries 
out — ) 

thruſt, O! why will you not thruſt? behold my 
undefended breaſt ! 

L. Pier. Sooner ſhould this arm be 1 

(Wey pauſe, look at each other with tender amaze- 

ment, drop their ſwords, and ruſh into each 
other's arms.) 
5 Enter Lord LAND MORE. 

L. Land. In each other's arms ! — Heaven 
be praiſed ! the fatal event which I ſo much 
| dreaded hath ended in reconcialiation, and my 
heart is at reſt--- may ſuch be the event of every 
inhuman 
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inhuman conteſt! O, my lord, my fon, I have 
been ſeeking for you; I feared that this woman had 
driven you both to madneſs, and I thought I ſaw 
ſome dreadful impending cataſtrophe in your coun- 
tenances—but I have witneſſed a ſcene that fills me 
with joy. 

Hen. For which you are indebted to the noble 
nature of my Lord Piermont, which riſes above 
human frailties. —— a 

L. Land. This woman, I hope, hath now loſt 
that influence which female rectitude gives to female 
charms; and whatever your hopes of happineſs may 
be, my Lord, with ſuch a woman, I hope her un- 
grateful inconſtancy to you, Henry, will now leave 
your heart open to another impreſſion with what 
tranſports of joy ſhould I behold an union between 
you and that moſt deſerying girl, Miſs Sudden. 

Hen, If I can ſubmit to the endurance of life 
itſelf under my preſent calamities, it will be the 
utmoſt bound to which my exertions can reach— 
Tis true, alas! too true that Virginia is loſt to me 
for ever, but her bleſſed image, ſuch as it once was, 
ſhall live in this breaſt, the ideal conſort of my ſoul, 
never to be widowed, never to be ſuſceptible of 
another love. 


Enter a SERVANT, with @ Letter. | 


Servt. A letter, my Lord 

L. Land. (opening it) Who brought it? 

Serve, Miſs Sudden's maid —— [ Exit ſervant. 
EATS L. Land. 
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L. Land. (opens it) No name ſubſcribed to it 
— it can contain nothing but what you may both 
hear — (Reads) 


MY LORD, 


Your honour as a nobleman, your politeneſs as a 
gentleman, your feelings as a man, and your charity 
as a chriſtian, are all at ſtake—Haſte, ere it be too 
late, to the houſe of Mrs. Winlove, and behold the 
moſt deplorable ſituation of the moſt amiable of 
women—Let your Lordſhip's ſon attend you, and if 
his nature is human he will be ſubdued into tender- 
neſs by the undeſerved miſeries he has heaped upon 
his unfortunate Virginia.—T he writer of this, from 
a knowledge of your Lordſhip's goodneſs, reſts 
aſſured of your inſtant attention to it. 


Hen. A ray from heaven darts through my 
breaſt. 


L. Land. This ſurprizes me 
L. Pier. It is indeed myſterious 
Hen. Unfortunate Virginia!“ © undeſerved 
miſeries !“ «© moſt amiable of women !” O that this 
could be true! but from what bleſſed fountain can 
I draw one drop of hope to my parched breaſt --- 
Hath ſhe not fled from me, extirpated the little 
regard ſhe might have had for me, and ſtill more 
tormenting hath ſhe not ſpread her lures to enſnare 


the affections of another ?--- Let us however viſit 
Mrs. Winlove. 


L. Pier. I ſhrink from the thought---our de- 
| ſtinies 
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ſtinies hang on every glance from her. — Henry, 1 
know not what may be the event. 

Hen. O let me behold her once more! though 
her heavenly face were to dart eternal tortures into 
my ſoul, yet could I not forbear to gaze. 

L. Land. We muſt go be perſuaded, my 
Lord. 

L. Pier. I have but twice been a ſpectator of 
the aſſemblage of charms compriſed in that lovely 
woman, and my imagination will, while my ex- 
iſtence laſts, be enwrapped in the remembrance 
of them. But a ſudden blaze of love ſhall not 
dazzle me into a blind violation of a long eſtabliſhed 
friendſhip: no, Henry, my happineſs ſhall never 
riſe upon the ruins of yours; and ſince heaven hath 
thought fit to render our mutual bliſs incompatible, 
I renounce the advantage which accident hath given 
me, and freely chooſe to be with you mutually 
miſerable (embracing) ; then urge me no farther, 
I may not be proof againſt another ſight of her--- 
you muſt indeed ſpare my preſence. 

L. Land, Throw aſide theſe weak apprehenſions 
—the united preſence of us all will be an uſeful 
admonition to this fickle young woman, and per- 
haps thoſe very features that wore the maſk of 
unſullied ſweetneſs, may now be marked with traits 
of internal deformity, which may give you both 
an happy triumph over an unhappy attachment. 

Hen. You muſt go, my friend. — 

L. Pier. It muſt be as you pleaſe; but I dread it. 

:, L. Land. 
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L. Land. Come, then, I'm glad you are per- 
ſhaded to go; by facing, we riſe ſuperior to the 
ſtorms of fate. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to Sir SaMvtL Suppzx's. 
Enter Sir SAMUEL. 


Sir. Sam. Mercy on me, how have I been 
bamboozled by that little ſhe wolf !—what a ſtupid, 
numſkulled, clodpated, blind, beetleheaded, thick- 
ſkulled, loggerheaded old fool am I to be fo out- 
| witted by that cockatrice—there's no bearing on't 
— I ſweat to think on't—there'll be no end on't--- 
I ſhall be the country butt, a mark for every clown 
to pop his crackers at; O lord, O lord---it will 
be ſpread round the whole country, and the vil- 
lage ballad-barkers will ſing-ſong the loves of Sir 
Samuel Sudden and his man Toby---I muſt ſtop 
the mouth of that baggage--- Lucrece, Lucrece, 
'T muſt gag her with good words and guineas, or 
it will be all out---Lucrece, Lucrece 


Enter SERVANT. 
Who called thee thou long faced raſcal— ſend 
Lucrece here. 

Servt. Lucrece is gone, Sir. 

Sir Sam. Gone? 

Servt. Yes, Sir, gone. 

Sir Sam. O lord, 'twill be all out, what ha' 
come to (aſide) — Go, go this inſtant and ſend 
Tobias to me. 

Serut. Tobias is gone too, Sir. 


Sir Sam. 
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Sir Sam. Tobias gone? 
Servt. Yes, Sir, and Tummas is gone, and 


99 


Dolly is gone, and the coachman is gone, and k 

* every body is gone but I and your worſhip. 4 
Sir Sam. Why what the devil has got into ye all? 1 
Servt. Ay, what the devil indeed ! didn't your i 
worſhip ſee him—1 ſaw him as I hope to be ſaved — [ 
Sir Sam. Saw who? * 


Serut. The devil, Sir, — he came laſt night in 
the ſhape of a woman - I would'n't ſleep another 
night in this houſe I wiſh your worſhip joy 
of a viſit from your old acquaintance, 

Sir Sam. Raſcal, dog, villain, (Exit ſervant, 
running, Sir Samuel purſuing ) ——1nſulted by my 
own ſervants, deſerted by all the world, left in a 
great houſe by myſelf —this comes o' ſwearing ; 
dam me if I'll ever ſwear again—(#nocking at the 
door) —I muſt open the door myſelf, _—— (opens 
the door ) 


Enter SERVANT avith @ Letter, 
Who art thou? 


Gervt. (very prim) Miſs Pry's ſervant — a letter 


from my miſtreſs: no anſwer. [ Exit ſervant, 
Sir Sam. (mimicking him) There's an old maid's 
ſtick. (reads ) 
SIR, 


I have juſt diſcovered where your daughter is— 
ſhe has been ſeen near Mrs. Winlove's, with a 
man, and I dare ſay you'll there hear of her. 
be Yours, TABTTHA Pay. 

Thank 
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Thank thee, Tabitha Pry —O the flut, not gone 
to her aunt's; here under my very noſe, with a 
man — the vile huſly — T'Il after her this inſtant. 

[ Exit Sir Samuel, 


. 


SCENE changes to a Path. 
Enter LUCRECE. 
Lucr. Dear me, if Sir Samuel had caught me 


going with my miſtreſs's letter to Lord Landmore's, 
what would have become of me —— 


Enter TOBIAS, ſhaved and foppiſbly dreſed. 


Who the duce is that ?- i' cod 'tis Tobias, and not 
a bit of an old woman about him no more than J 
have Tobias ſees and paſſes by her angrily) what 
now you're ſo ſmart I ſuppoſe you won't ſpeak to a 
body (Tobias ftrives to haſten from her )—Tobias, 
come here (be ſtops, looks at her and ſets off again) 
do, Toby, come here will you. (he ftops ) 

Tob. From bed-gowns, petticoats and night- 
caps, good Lord deliver me ! (he haſtens off) 
Lucr. Tobias, dear Tobias—what, you won't 
ſpeak to me 
| Tob. © Dear Tobias” (afide) (he flops and 
feems irreſolute ). 

Lucr. (afide) I muſt wheedle him a little or I 
ſhall loſe him—Ah! you have forſaken your poor 
Lucrece (whining )—Ah! you inconſtant man, I 
thought how it would be—never will I have any 
thing to do with ſuch a vile, ungrateful creature as 

you 
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you are---your ſighings, and your kneelings, and 
your ſwearings, and your every things, not worth 
one farthing---Oh you barbarous man (/obbing) 
you'll break my heart---oh !--- _ 
Tob. (wiping his eyes) 1 can't bear it---muſt 
ſpeak--- | 
Lucr. I wiſh I had never, never ſeen y' y' you, 
you bar, bar, barbarous creature: oh (crying aloud, 
Tobias joins chorus, and goes and takes ber by the 
band) Oh! let me alone you cruel, barbarous man; 
I'll go and leave you for ever, ſo I will Oh —— 
Tob. No, no, we'll never part again O! Dear 
Lucrece, forgive me--- oh, hoh 
Lucr. (afide) E'cod I have got him again 
Oh, oh, —— [ Exeunt blubbering together. 


SCENE changes to the Neighbourhood of Mrs. 
WinLove's, with a View of her Houſe. 


Enter HARLAND. 


Harl. What are the wildeſt, moſt tumultuous 
ſtorms of the toſſing ocean I have traverſed, com- 
pared to the tempeſts a child can raiſe in a fond 
parent's breaſt !—Ts it not ſtrange that a voluntary 
ſhock to a father's peace doth not burſt the ties of 
affection? Nature hath moulded us wonderfully— 
paternal love, like the mercy of heaven, anticipates 
atonement, even to the laſt it cheriſhes a hope to 
reclaim — Through diſtreſs, fatigue and miſery of 
heart, I have wandered after Virginia, my child, 
the laſt and only comfort which heaven had left me 
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and yet 1 dread, yes, from my ſoul I dread to 
find her Oh! that thoſe aged locks ſhovld deſcend 
with ſorrow and diſhonour to the grave! Can I 
deſerve it !—did I not anxiouſly inſtil into her ten- 
der breaſt a ſacred reverence for piety, virtue and 
every filial duty !—doth it not ſeem as if the quali- 
ties which conſtitute the perfection of a female mind, 
open it ſooneſt to thoſe emotions which unguard its 
innocence At length I am near the end of my jour- 
ney !-—alas! with what a ſtrange ſpecies of pleaſing 
wretchedneſs do I again behold this dear remem- 
bered ſpot. —As I wander through theſe rural ave- 
nues, my ſorrow- worn heart, ſtill ſuſceptible of the 
ſenſations which a long abſent ſcene excites, fwells 
within me, and reclaims its ancient friendſhip with 
every well known object — every tree, every ſtile 
recalls ſome paſt idea, and receives from me the 
tribute of a ſigh—with how much regret do I con- 
template even that decayed trunk! many of my 
penſive moments have glided on, under its ſpread- 
ing branches, and I ſcarcely thought myſelf in ſoli- 
tude—Alas ! it hath fallen before me under the 
ruins of age! — There, too, ſtands the manſion 
(Mrs. Winlove's) which once was mine, and where 
the morning of my days paſſed without a cloud 
- O! hours of pleaſure, ye have fled never to return ! 
—] cannot, muſt not indulge theſe ſtrange pertur- 
bations——Here comes ſome one from whom I can 
inquire who are now its inhabitants, and if its doors, 
as they once did, fly open to the diſtreſſed, I will 

there 
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there reſt my wearied bones, ere I proceed to Lord 
Landmore's. 


Enter TOBIAS and LUCRECE. 


Tob. Well truly, dear Lucrece, you have cleared 
up the whole ſtory—I hope you'll play me no more 
tricks. 

Lucr. No more, Toby dear— till we're mar- 

Tob. Hey, hey, what, what. 

Harl. Good Madam will you favour me with a 
word. 

Lucr. If you pleaſe, Sir. 
Harl. Are you acquainted with Lord Land- 
more's reſidence? | 

Lucr. 1 have juſt come from it. 

Harl. Know you his family? 

Lucr, Family, Sir? he has but one ſon. 

Harl. Is that ſon at home? 

Lucr. He is, Sir. 


Harl. And is that all, all you ſay ?—is there no 


lady in the houſe ? 

Lucr. None, Sir. 
Harl. (afide) Gracious heaven! what can have 
become of my poor girl—I thank you—'tis there, 
I am going, but I am too much wearied to pro- 
ceed -s that houſe friendly to the unhappy travel- 
ler? (Mrs. Vinlove s) 

Lucr. It contains every thing that is good. We 
are going chere, and will accompany you, Sir. 


H 2 Harl. 
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Harl. Thank you, good Madam. 
Tob. Ah! poor man, he looks ſo ſorrowful, he 


mulſt ſurely be in love. (afide) [ Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to the Door of Mrs. WinLove's 
Houſe. 


Enter Mrs. WINLOVE. 


Mrs. Winl. 1 wonder what can detain Lucrece 
ſo long—this ſuſpenſe is moſt diſtreſſing— ſome 
awful fate, I fear, awaits poor Virginia— the over- 
flow of her tears alone keeps her ſwoln heart from 
burſting—Oh, here at length ſhe comes — 


Enter HARLAND, LUCRECE and TOBIAS. 


Well, Lucrece, have you delivered the letter ? 
| Lucr. Yes, Ma'm, and I—Tobias do you go 
into the kitchen, there go, (puſhes bim out) 1 deli- 
vered the letter, Ma'm, and I have brought back 
two of the fineſt things in the world, one for you, 
Ma'm, and one for myſelf. 

Mrs. Winl. What, pray? 

Lucr. Mine, Ma'm, is a fmart young fellow, 
that's to be my huſband; you muſt know that by 
my ſending him into the kitchen; well, and yours, 


Ma'm, is an old man, in a world of diſtreſs. 


Harl. Being a ſtranger, Madam, much fatigued 
with a long journey, alas ! all the way on foot, I know 

not what has ſuſtained me; I met this good girl. 
Mrs. Winl. Lucrece, go and acquaint your miſ- 
treſs with your return. | [ Exit Lucrece. 
Harl. 
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Harl. She informed me of the benevolence 
which inhabits this houſe, and I have preſumed to 
intrude for a little refreſhment and repoſe, ere I 
proceed farther. 


Mrs. Winl. When aſſiſtance is requeſted, under 


ſuch a recommendation as is printed in your coun- 
tenance, I ſhould be aſhamed to think your title to 
what heaven has entruſted to me, leſs than my own 
— Pray, Sir, walk in, conſider this houſe your 
own — unfortunately it is at preſent the houſe of 
mourning, and cheerfulneſs alone it will not be in 
our power to beſtow, [Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to the Inſide of the Houſe, and 
diſcovers Vircinta and Mira on a Sofa— 
V1rGiINIA with her Face hid in her Handker- 
chief — Mix a riſes. 


Mir. Could a man, a human being, after the 
abandonment of a woman, whoſe affections he had 
obtained, picture to his imagination ſuch a ſcene of 
deſolated ſenſibility as that, would he not fink into 
ſorrow and remorſe—he ſhall ſee her Ves, he ſhall 
contemplate theſe melancholy ruins, and I will 
myſelf arraign his unmanly perfidy. 


Enter Mrs. WINLOVE and HARLAND. 


Mrs. Winl. I have taken the liberty of intro- 
_ ducing a diſtreſſed ſtranger—he has ſorrows of his 
own, and ours may be indulged without violating 
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Mir. Mrs. Winlove's heart, Sir, 1s always open 
to the unhappy. | 

Harl. Benignity ſuch as hers is a healing balm, 
| ſent by heaven to alleviate human wretchedneſs — 
(looks earneſtly at Virginia, her face ſtill reclined on, 
and covered with her handkerchief) there indeed 
ſeems to be a child of ſorrow. | 

Mrs. Winl, Moſt truly ſo. 

Harl. Such a ſight takes from me the memory 
of my own griefs—I could weep too,—b, b but, 
alas ! my tears are all exhauſted. 

Mrs. Winl. I am ſorry, Sir, to fee the griefs 
of others thus added to your own (goes to Virginia) 
my dear, pray ftrive to compoſe yourſelf. 

Virg. I will; yes, good Madam, I will endea- 
vour to (raiſes her head, turns towards Harland — A 
pauſe of aſtoniſhment ). 

Harl. Ye everlaſting powers ! do theſe dim old 
eyes deceive me | 

Virg. My father, my father! (faints ) 

Mrs. Winl. and Mir. Her father! 

Harl. My child! good God, good God! — 
down, down ye riſings of paternal love—diſhonour, 
foul diſhonour ſtares me in the face What (709 
Mrs. Winlove ) tell me what is the ſituation of that 
loſt woman? ſpeak, I conjure you, ſpeak—l am, by 
long experience of woe, prepared for the worſt— 
that is my daughter, ſhe hath broken her father's 
heart—ſhe can do no more. 


Mrs. Winl. 
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Ars. Winl. Aftoniſhment almoſt deprives me 
of utterance, but, if you are indeed her father com- 
fort yourſelf—I ſhould be prond of ſuch a daugh- 
ter. 
Harl. Yes, of her beauty, of the helliſh harlotry 


of her perſon—S'death, is not Valens in the neigh- 
bourhood ? is not ſhe here? the baſe convenience 
of his accurſed luſts, and is not this manſion the 
hateful receptacle of guilt and ſhame ? , 
Mrs. Vinl. The nature of your ſuſpicions, 
Sir — 

Virg. (throwing herſelf at Harland's feet) O! 
my father, my father, my father 

Harl. Upon her knees, and in tears — eternal 
heavens while there remains one bleſſed ſpark of 
contrition in the boſom of an helpleſs victim of 
ſeduction, never, O never let it be extinguiſhed by 
a relentleſs parent's cruelty—Come, my Virginia; 
my dear unfortunate child, come to your father's 
arms—( embracing) you ſhall yet be the comfort, 
the ſolace of my age—We will return to your 
native ſhores, where, with minds ſoftened by ſorrow, 
we will devote ourſelves to that God who will not 
forget us in our afflictions (embracing ). 

Mrs. Winl. O, Sir, you are under a dreadful 
deception, you wrong — 


Servt. Madam, Lord Landmore and two gen- 


temen are at the door. 
H 4 Mir, 
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Mir. Now heay'n be praiſed, I ſhall confront 
him at laſt, _ 

Mrs. Winl. Two gentlemen ! who can the 5 
be? Lord Landmore muſt be admitted firſt, his 
generous nature will the better prepare us to re- 
ceive his ſon — I'll ſhow him in. 

[ Exit Mrs. Winlove. 
4 rirg. TI cannot undergo this, I am faint—per- 
mit me to ſupport myſelf on the ſofa. 

Harl. (Leads her to the ſofa, and fits beſide her) 
Remember, my dear girl, that I am with you. 


Enter Lord LANDMORE and Mrs. WINLOVE. 


Mrs. Winl. You are come, my Lord, on a __ 
ſerious occaſion. 


L. Land. In conſequence Madam of an n. 
mous letter. 

Mir. Written by me; my Lord. 

L. Land. Mils Sudden! amazement! you here ? 

Mir. See, my Lord, look there, behold the 


much injured woman whom your ſon muſt ſhudder 
to approach. 


L. Land. Is that ſhe? is that Virginia I ſhud- 
der as I behold her—the miſery ſhe hath diſtri- 
buted ſtrikes me with horror. 

Harl. (riſing in baſte) I am the unhappy father 
of Virginia, —I have feelings, Sir—don't add your 
reproaches to the wrongs which your worthleſs ſon 
hath heaped upon her—1 have borne with reſig- 
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nation, one ſtab from you already; heaven hath not 
given me fortitude to bear another. 

L. Land. ls it poſſible, is this Harland ?—Yes, 
yes it is, I ſee the viſible traces of my ancient friend 
—and is it thus we meet again? O, Harland, if 
the recollection of our youthful rivalſhip ſtill rankles 
in your breaſt—you will now have your fill of re- 


venge—your daughter hath deſtroyed the peace 


of my ſon, and with it my repoſe. 

Harl. O moſt unworthy reſource !—weak, fee- 
ble, old and friendleſs as I am 

Mrs. Winl. Pray, Sir pray ths your 
compoſure (leads Harland to the ſofa ) 

Mir. - Your Lordſhip is under ſome fatal de- 


ception. 


L. Land. My dear Miſs Sudden, vou diſtreſs 


me — in what perplexity am I involved; call Henry 
in let theſe miſts be cleared, I can't bear them. 
Mrs. Winl. I'll conduct him in. 
[ Exit. Mrs. Winlove. 
Virg. Oh, my father, my dear father, conceal 
me; never, O never let me behold him again. 


( hiding ber face on his breaſt. ) 
Mir. He is coming---bleſs me, my Lord, a 


ftrange gentleman is with him! | 
L. Land. He is no ſtranger to that Lady 


(pointing to Virginia.) 
Mir. Now, the dignity of my ſex ſupport me. 


Enter 
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Enter Mrs. WINLOVE, Lord PIERMONT and HENRY—. 
HENRY perceiving VIRGINIA on the fofa, gazes upon her 
with diſtracted emotions—MIRA and Lord PIERMONT fx 
their eyes on each other. 


Mir. (to Lord Pier.) Ungrateful, perfidious 


man! How could you—l cannot ſpeak—( burſts 


into tears) 

L. Pier, Theſe heavenly beauties throw me 
into irreſolution. 

Hen. (throwing himſelf at Vi irginia's feet, ſhe 
faints) O, my Virginia, behold me once more 
proſtrate at your feet— 

Harl. What! is this Valens ? Fes: I ſcorn 
the abject ſervility of vice—O my child 

Hen. Your child! Virginia's father—Oh, Sir, 


| (continues on his knee) 


Harl. Off, off thou deſpicable pillager of de- 
ſenceleſs innocence, —here, my child, here is your 
aſylum. — (embracing her ) 

Mir. What can this mean! I am bewildered— 
I. Land. And I more and more entangled in 
myſtery — my dear Miſs Sudden 
I. Pier. Miſs Sudden! is'n't this Virginia ? 


| ſpeak, heaven or hell depends upon a word. 


I. Land. Yonder lies Virginia on the ſofa, my 
Lord — 
Mir. « My Lord,” did he ſay ? (aſide) 
L. Pier. Gracious heaven, what means this! 
Mir. Wondrous confuſion! is'n't ;bis Henry 
Valens: are you not Lord Landmore's ſon ? 
L Pier. 
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L. Pier. No, my adored he is at the feet of 
his Virginia. | 

Mir. The doors of heaven are opened to us 
(goes in haſte to Vi irginia ) O, my Virginia, my 
friend, your Valens is faithful, we have been 
blinded by ſome ſtrange deluſion. 

Virg. What is this I hear? O drag me not 
from the compoſure of deſpair ( riſes from the 
Jofa) 

Mrs. Winl. Joy and happineſs have broke in 
upon us — permit me (to Harland) Sir, pray permit 
me to remove your ill founded apprehenſions (leads 
him to the back of the ſtage, and converſes with bim) 

Virg. And yet this ſudden impulſe on my lan- 
guid ſpirits lifts me even to bravery — I'll ſpeak to 
him— behold- once more the unhappy Virginia ! 
(Henry looks up at ber with an agitated tenderneſs ) 
Now, Sir, behold a happier woman (ſewing him 
Mira) 

Hen. What, O what of that Lady, till this in- 
ſtant never did I ſee her. (riſing) 

Virg. Good heavens, this ye only can unfold. 

Hen. Look here, my Piermont, look, bind up 
my bleeding heart, look ar that angel, and 

L. Pier. Not at that, but at this angel could I 
gaze for ever---O, my friend, your Virginia and 
this heavenly woman have both been blaſphemed by 


ſome unfortunate error, and I implore her pardon 
for the ſhare I have had in it. (he kneels, Mira 


raiſes him. | 
Hen. 
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Hen. Can it be true? ye preſiding powers! 
can it be true that my Virginia is again reſtored to 
me! O Virginia, life of my ſoul, let my paſt miſe- 
ries be an atonement for all that has paſſed, and by 
all the calamities which we have both endured, by 
the regard you have for the life of him who now 
(kneeling ) at your feet pays the homage of a long 
exiſting love, permit me from henceforth to devote 
my life to the bleſſed employment of atoning for 
thoſe precious tears ( Virginia gives him ber hand 
weeping, he riſes) 

L. Land. I can contain myſelf no longer My 
friend (to Harland) I ſee there has been ſome 
ſtrange miſtake which at more leifure we will un- 
ravel I hope you will forget the tranſient re- 
proach which accident hath caſt upon your daugh- 
ter My ſon never wrong'd her. 

Harl. This good, this moſt generous Lady ( Mrs. 
Winlove ) hath diſperſed my apprehenſions I im- 
plore your and his forgiveneſs for thoſe fears which 
had their origin in the baſeſt calumny --- but let me 
to you, Sir (70 Henry) pour forth the effuſions of a 
_ parent's gratitude, for having preſerved the exiſtence 
of my child; - ſtill more for your moſt noble and 
honourable protection of her when friendleſs, when 
you believed her to be an orphan. 

Hen. I am overpaid. 

L. Land. Dear Harland! though I would 
cheerfully have ſacrificed every human enjoyment 
to have ſeen that moſt excellent woman (Mira) 

the 
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the wife of my ſon, yet heaven ſuperabun- 
dantly repairs the loſs, when our ancient friend- 
ſhip is thus revived (embracing) and the happy re- 
vival ſeal'd by an union between Virginia and 
Henry —— It muſt be ſo---I fee it in all your 
countenances---let us unite them. 

Harl. How am I raiſed from the loweſt depths 
of affliction! (he gives Virginia's hand to Lord 
Landmore, who unites it with Henry's) 

I. Land. There, my bleſſing on you both, be 
happy, and live an example to the world, that the 


paths only of virtue, though ſometimes darkened 
by ſorrow, lead to happineſs. 


Enter LUCRECE running, TOBIAS following. 


Lucr. O lord Madam, Miftreſs, Madam, as 
ſure as I live, Sir Samuel has juſt come to the 
door, a fuming and fluſtering and ſweating 
well, gad here's enough of us to give him a hard 
battle --- let him come who's afraid. 

Tob. Sir Samuel! © who's afraid: oh lord, 
oh lord, 1 don't know whether I'm on my head or 
my heels. 

Sir. Sam. (without) J will go in, I will, I won t 
be ſtopped — an the puſs be in this houſe, I'll 
uncover her, though ſhe be under the devil him- 
ſelf. 

Mir. I am terrified. 

Sir. Sam. I will ſee, ye ſcoundrels. 


Enter 
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Enter Sir SAMUEL, #nocking three ' four Servants before him. 


What a pack is here! hah, devil (10 Lucrece) art 
thou there ? | 

Lucr, The devil is always ſure to be in your 
worſhip's company. 

L. Land. Sir Samuel, I am glad to ſee you — 

Sir. Sam. Is my vile—thank your Lordſhip—is 
my vile daughter among ye ?—there ſhe is—O ! 
thou— (going up 10 ber in anger, is ſtopped by Lord 
Landmore) 

L. Land. Pray, Sir Samuel, govern your- 
ſelf. 

Sir. Sam. I won't govern myſelf—no 

L. Land. We are all upon the eve of happineſs. 

Sir. Sam. (to Mira) Thou wicked, diſobedient— 

L. Land. Pray, Sir Samuel 

Lucr. Ay, pray, Sir Samuel, don't interrupt 
other folk's pleaſures, you have had your ſhare— 
(afide to Sir Samuel) have you forgot poor Tobias 
already — I'll certainly blow you before all this 
company. 

Sir. Sam. ( frightened) Good lord, don't tell— 
well, my Lord, I'll not diſturb your happineſs (afide 
to Lucrece) Don't tell, there's a good girl, don't 
rell. | | | 
I. Pier. Then, my divine Miſs Sudden, after 
the example Virginia has given, may I preſume to 
hope. 


Mir. 


THE FUGITIVES, 111 


Mir. I cannot deny the ſentiments of my heart. 
You would have exalted me from the humbleſt 
ſphere of life, which you believed to be my lot, 
and would have given to indigence an honourable 
title to a ſhare of your honours and your fortune 
the trueſt touchſtone of an honeſt love !—but, Sir, 
I have a father, whom in my life I but once have 
difobeyed—O, my father, dare I aſk your forgiveneſs 
— (kneels to Sir Samuel) 

Sir. Sam. What, what, hey what the devil 

Lucr. (aſide to Sir Samuel) Forgive her this 
inſtant, or the whole ſtory comes out. 

Sir Sam. Well, well, I forgi' thee Child—— 


( frightened). 
L. Pier. Your daughter, Sir, has it in her 


power to make me the happieſt of men—your con- 
ſent only is wanting. | 

Lucr. (aſide to Sir Samuel, who continues in fear 
of her) Give your conſent—give it, I ſay, give it 
directly. 

Sir. Sam. I will, I will, don't tell - good lord 
Well, well, be tied together in God's name (be 
unites their hands) and if ever I ſwear again may 
may Lord Landmore never ſhake hands with 
me (they ſhake hands). 

L. Land. Ha, ha, ha, an excellent reſolution, 
Sir Samuel if you can keep it. | 
Sir. Sam. Keep it---why I have ſworn it, my 
 Lord---ha, ha,---I've ſworn it---No, no, no, my 
conſcience 
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conſcience ſhall never bully me with the breach of 


an oath. 
I. Land. Then * is not a — to overcaſt 


our happineſs.---Now, Harland, I congratulate you 


on your return to your native land---Under this 
roof, where' the morning of your days had paſſed, 
you have found a daughter and a friend to bleſs their 


evening we never more ſhall part---from this day 


ſhall commence a * that ſhall laſt to the end of 
our lives. 

Hen. And with hearts ſwelled! with gratitude to 
the wiſe diſpoſer of all things, we will enjoy his 
beſt gifts, the PLEASURES of Love and FRIENDSHIP. 


! 


THB N. 


